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4TH OF JULY WITH DAD'S BEST FRIEND 


Whoever this girl on the beach is, as soon as I see her I 
know that I have to have her. Everything about her says 
‘mine' and I'm a man who never fails to get what he wants. 
First I need to get rid of the goon who is trying to harass 
her, and then I can show her what a real man looks like... 


The minute she turns her big blue eyes on me I'm lost. That 
beautiful body was made to be mine, and I will fight anyone 
who stands in my way...even if I am supposed to be keeping 
out of trouble. 


I'm supposed to be having a restful holiday at my best 
friend's beach house, enjoying the sun, sand and sea. But 
now that I've seen her rest is the last thing on my mind. 


By the time I find out who she is, it's already too late. 
She's my best friend's daughter... 
*4th of July With Dad's Best Friend is an insta-everything 


standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


JULY 1ST 


J enny 
I have butterflies in my stomach. 


The problem with this is that I always drive way too fast 
when I’m nervous or apprehensive, having to concentrate 
hard on keeping my foot off the gas and unclenching my 
hands, because I’m currently hanging on to the steering 
wheel for dear life. 


I haven’t seen Alex DiAngelo for three years. I was sixteen, 
shy, overweight and had braces and acne. Not that it would 
have mattered, because he’s fifteen years older than me - 
just five years younger than my dad - and completely 
oblivious to my existence, other than as his friend’s gawky 
daughter. 


The thing is, Alex was my first crush. Although I only met 
him a handful of times, my younger self was tongue tied at 
the sheer maleness of him. The day I had first set eyes on 
Alex was the day I had started becoming aware of my own 
blossoming womanhood, and my capacity for desire. He was 
hot, and more than that, he oozed alpha male testosterone 
from every pore. It’s perhaps no wonder that none of the 
boys at college have ever managed to hold my attention. On 


some level they have all been compared to Alex, and all 
been found wanting. 


I did try once. But he got fed up with only kissing and 
decided I was too much of a prude. It was fine by me, 
because I had already decided that my being a prude 
wasn’t the problem...the problem was that I didn’t want 
him. 


Because he wasn’t Alex. I even thought about Alex during 
my first kiss, and while all my friends were fantasizing over 
movie stars and pop boys, I was fantasizing about Alex. 


And now I’m about to see him again, and I’m nervous as 
hell. Of course, he will have no idea. I’m just his best 
friend’s daughter that he doesn’t really know. They met 
after my parents split up when he joined my Dad’s yacht 
club, and when I saw Dad on weekends it was just me and 
him most of the time. I mean, what teenage girl wants to 
hang out with her father’s friends? Except, of course, most 
teenage girl fathers' friends are not Alex. 


I check my dash, realize I’m speeding and ease my foot off 
the gas. See, even thinking about him gets me flustered. I 
loosen my grip on the wheel and tsk at myself in the mirror, 
telling myself to calm down. Yes, I’m about to spend a week 
at my Dad’s beach house in Florida with my father and Alex, 
but nothing is going to happen. He would never be 
interested in me. Okay, I look a lot different these days, 
thanks to a low carb diet, a skincare regime and the 
removal of my braces, but I’m still my Dad’s daughter, way 
too unsophisticated for him and Alex is far too good a guy to 
look twice at me. 


But a girl can dream, right? Quite how I’m going to get 
through the next week without Dad realizing what’s up or 
making a total fool of myself in front of Alex I don’t know. If 
it was anyone else I’d probably be offended this was 


supposed to be a break for me and my father. It was only at 
the last minute that he announced Alex was coming too. 
Apparently he’s been having a rough time although my Dad 
didn’t elaborate. A woman? The last I heard he was single. 


As I take the turn off for the beach house my phone rings. 
It’s Dad. I plug in my hands-free. 


“Hey Dad. I’m nearly there, have you arrived?” I refrain 
from asking about Alex. 


“Sweetheart, I am so sorry, but it’s going to take me a 
couple of days to get down to you. Nana’s kitchen has 
flooded and I have to go over and sort it out for her. I can’t 
leave until it’s sorted, you know how she gets.” 


I have to smile at that. Nana is a battle-axe. 


“So I'll be on my own?” I try not to sound too disappointed 
about it. 


“Alex was already on the flight down, he will be there this 
afternoon. I’m sorry sweetheart but I’m sure you can 
entertain him until I get there?” 


Thank god I don’t have him on video call because I can feel 
my cheeks flaming. My heart is thudding in my chest. I’m 
going to be on my own with Alex. 


“Pm sorry,” Dad repeats. “I’ll make sure I’m there for the 
holiday.” 


I had been too busy thinking about Alex to even remember 
the reason for the beach house trip, it was the 4 of July in 
three days. 


“It’s okay,” I reassured him. “Ill be fine. Give Nana a hug 
for me and don’t let her terrify the plumbers.” 


My Dad chuckles before we cut the call and I exhale slowly, 
checking my speed again. 


Two days. Alone with Alex. Which means I’m going to have 
to entertain him. That could be tricky given as I’m not sure I 
will even be able to string a coherent sentence together. 


Maybe I won’t like him anymore, I try to convince myself. 
After all it’s been a few years since I have seen him. 
Perhaps the reality no longer matches the fantasy that I’ve 
built up in my mind. Maybe he will have let himself go. 


I drive the rest of the way to the beach house practically 
bouncing in my seat, full of restless energy. I park, let 
myself in and disable the alarm and then haul my bags to 
my room. The housekeeper has been in and there are fresh 
flowers in the kitchen and my room and the place smells 
lovely. Still, being here alone is weird. I don’t just want to sit 
around waiting for Alex to turn up as it’s still only mid 
morning, so I decide to head down to the main beach, grab 
an ice cream and watch the surfers. 


I change into a pale pink bikini, a white mesh cover over 
and jeweled flip-flops, checking my appearance in the 
mirror. I wonder if Alex will even register how different I 
look now. My frizzy, mousy hair is long, dark and silky, my 
skin is clear and tanned, my teeth even and figure slender 
where it was once, to be polite, definitely on the chubby 
side. I grab my handbag and take off, intending to kill an 
hour or two before I have to come back and wait for Alex. 
Perhaps the sea, sand and sun will soothe my nerves. 


CHAPTER TWO 


A» 


I cut the call and sigh to myself as I take the turn off. I’m a 
few hours earlier than expected, but now Jeff has just let 
me know he won’t be turning up for another day or so. 
Which means I’m stuck babysitting his teenage daughter. I 
vaguely remember her as a chubby, shy kid. She was quiet, 
so she shouldn’t be any hassle, unless she’s turned into a 
complete brat in the intervening years and Jeff just hasn’t 
mentioned it. That would be all I need. 


Honestly, I knew this trip was going to be a bad idea. I don’t 
know how I let Jeff talk me into taking a week off work. I 
own my own construction business, and while technically I 
am the boss and can do what I like, I don’t like to be away 
for long. I know how things need to be run, and I like to run 
them myself. But it was good of Jeff to ask and part of me 
thinks he might be right...it will be my first 4" of July since 
my parents died and being as I usually spent the day with 
them, it will be nice to not be alone and spend it with Jeff 
instead. Except now that might not happen and I appear to 


be on babysitting duty. Still, these things can’t be helped, I 
suppose. 


The kid - Jan, or something - won’t be expecting me for a 
while, so I decide to hit the beach first and kill a little time. 
Try and relax and soak up the rays. Of course I’m itching to 
check my business phone, but I’ll try and refrain. I know I’m 
in danger of turning into a workaholic, but work has always 
been my passion. It isn’t like I have any family to go and see 
anymore. And I’m single, a perennial bachelor if ever there 
was one. 


It’s not that I ever planned to be alone. Part of me quite 
likes the idea of finding a life partner and having a couple of 
kids. I’ve just never met a woman I want to do that with. 
And I don’t believe it’s something you should do for the sake 
of it, it should be right. Perhaps I’m a secret romantic at 
heart but I grew up with parents who were still deeply in 
love after a lifetime together, and I don’t want to settle for 
less. 


I never do. I didn’t build a multi-million dollar business from 
scratch by being prepared to compromise. I’m an all or 
nothing kind of guy. 


I park and walk to the main beach. It’s busy, but still too 
early to be completely crowded. I head for the deck chairs. 


And then I see her. Standing a few yards away, staring out 
at sea, is the most beautiful woman I have ever seen in my 
life. She’s exquisite. Long dark hair falls down a slender, 
tanned body that while petite is all woman. I’m not a man 
who goes around ogling women like a caveman, but as my 
eyes drift over her body I’m struggling to tear my eyes 
away, lingering over the curve of her hips and the generous 
cheeks of her ass. She’s half-turned towards me and I can 
see an exquisite profile, with full lips and wide eyes the 
color of the ocean in front of us. 


I want her, and I’m a man who is used to getting what he 
wants, but I’m suddenly almost tongue tied, which has to be 
a first for me. I desperately want to go over and talk to her, 
but what do I say? Yet the need to go over and find out 
everything I can about this enigmatic young woman is 
unbelievably intense. And that ass, my cock is twitching in 
my shorts just looking at her. 


As I’m standing around like a love struck schoolboy, I see a 
guy approach her, or to be more accurate swagger over to 
her. For a moment I think I’ve missed my chance. He’s 
blonde, buff in the way that expensive tennis lessons will 
give you, with an air of entitlement that would rival even 
mine. He’s also nearer her age, she can’t be more than 
early twenties. I have a sudden urge to dunk him in the sea, 
but try my best to ignore it. I should have moved faster. 


But then I see the way he speaks to her, with an arrogant 
look on his face that makes me bristle. His eyes are on her 
tits rather than her face and I feel a rush of protectiveness. 
She steps away from him, and though I’m too far away to 
hear what they are saying she is clearly unimpressed. Then 
he puts a hand on her arm and I see her flinch away. 


I’m over there in seconds. 


“Ts he harassing you?” I growl. She looks up at me, startled, 
and I’m struck by the full force of her beauty. For a moment 
I think we know each other, but I would remember if I had 
set eyes on this vision of loveliness before. 


“He was just leaving,” she says firmly. I look at the guy, 
whose cheeks are now flushed with anger. 


“You heard the lady,” I say. “Fuck off.” 


He squares his shoulders. I’m six foot two and built, so I’m 
distinctly unimpressed and I let it show on my face. 


“What’s it to you?” he says arrogantly, although I can see a 
flicker of fear in his eyes. 


But I have to keep my temper, I remind myself. I can’t 
afford to get into any more trouble than I’m currently in. 
And I certainly don’t want to scare off the woman, who is 
looking up at me with admiration now, and it’s a good 
feeling. 


“I don’t like to see women being harassed,” I say, and 
regardless of the sudden desire to impress the women next 
to me it’s most definitely true. I’ve never understood men 
like him. I grew up with a strong woman for a mother and 
an older sister who has inherited her smarts. I can’t stand 
leches or creeps. “And I’m feeling exceptionally grumpy 
today. So if you don’t go away, I will make you. We clear?” 


He glares at me for a minute, then sneers. 


“She’s not all that anyway,” he says as he retreats. I just 
manage to stop myself from punching him in the face, but 
my hand fists at my side. He sees it and is gone, walking off 
muttering to himself, swaggering. I snort with laughter and 
turn to the girl. She’s staring at me, and I’m not so out of 
practice with women that I can’t make sense of the look in 
her eyes. 


Desire. She wants me too. Her eyes are drinking me in, and 
I wonder what she’s thinking. If, like me, she is imagining 
her being in my arms and me peeling that tiny bikini off her 
lush body, while I kiss every inch of her golden skin. 


“Thank you,” she murmurs. 
“No worries,” I say politely. “I’m Alex. Pleased to meet you.” 


She hesitates, a slight frown on her face, then her face 
clears and she takes my hand. I feel an electric tingle along 
my arm at the touch of her skin on mine. 


“Jenny,” she says softly. 


“Beautiful name for a beautiful girl,” I say, and then wince. I 
am out of practice after all, it seems. 


“Sorry,” I say. “That was pretty cringe worthy wasn’t it?” 


She laughs, a musical sound that makes me smile too. 
Honestly, everything about her is making me want to throw 
her over my shoulder and take her home. Make her mine. 
Give her my babies. The full shebang. I feel shocked to my 
core at the suddenness of it. 


“T’ve heard worse,” she laughs again. 

I jerk my head in the direction that the blonde guy went off 
in. 

“What did he say to you?” 

She wrinkles her perfect nose in a grimace. 

“Something about it being my lucky day?” 

“Wow. Okay, that’s definitely worse.” 


She tips her head to one side and studies me and it’s a 
gesture I find vaguely familiar, although I can’t place why. 


“He didn’t seem like he was about to take no for an answer 
either. Thank you for scaring him off. Can I get you an ice 
cream? There’s a nice little kiosk over there.” 


She nods towards the sand dunes and I feel a rush of 
pleasure that she wants to spend time with me. I’m not 
letting her buy me food though. Yes, I know it’s the twenty- 
first century, but I’m a traditional guy. 


“TIl get the ice creams,” I say. “Just your company is thank 
you enough.” I wonder if that’s too cheesy too, but the cute 
flush across her cheeks tells me it was appreciated. We 


walk over to the kiosk and I’m acutely aware of the 
nearness of her. She smells of aloe vera and coconut, and I 
want to taste her. To bury my head in between her legs and 
make her moan as her juices flow. 


This sun is going to my head. 


“What do you want?” I ask as we reach the kiosk. She 
orders a fancy chocolate popsicle and I order a coffee. She 
looks bemused. 


“In this weather?” 
“T know, it’s a bad habit,” I shrug. 


“No worse than sugar and cream I guess,” she quips as she 
sits down and unwraps the popsicle. 


I can’t watch her eat it. The minute her pink lips close 
around the chocolate I’m bombarded with the vision of 
those lips closing around my cock, and I can feel it stiffening 
in my shorts. Not a good look. I stare out at the ocean 
instead, concentrating on the lapping of the waves against 
the beach. 


“Tell me about yourself,” I murmur. I want to know 
everything about her. What she dreams of, what her goals 
are, what her favorite color is...damn, what brand of 
toothpaste she uses. All of it. 


“What do you want to know?” she says almost teasingly. At 
least she’s stopped sucking on that damn ice cream. I grin 
at her. 


“Well, most of all, are you single?” 


She tips her head back as she laughs and I can’t help but 
notice the way her breasts shake in her bikini top as she 
does so. I tear my eyes away as she lowers her head and 
smiles at me, a playful look in her eyes. 


“T’m very single, are you?” 


“Yes. I’m a confirmed bachelor.” I don’t miss the fact that 
she looks pleased. 


“Confirmed? So that could never change?” 


“If I met the right woman,” I say, holding her gaze. Her eyes 
meet mine and I see her pupils dilate. She bites her lip 
almost unconsciously, and it’s such a sexy little move that 
my eyes drop to her mouth and lust stirs in my belly. I want 
to kiss her. 


She looks away and finishes her ice cream then wipes her 
mouth delicately with the napkin on the table. Every 
movement she makes I find weirdly erotic, and I drink her 
in as though she’s a piece of art, even as I’m aware of this 
being about much more than the fact that she’s attractive. I 
don’t want to objectify her, I want to know her. Body and 
soul. 


Okay, in this moment, especially body. 


I finish my coffee. I suppose I should get to the beach 
house, Jeff’s daughter will be there by now. But I don’t want 
to leave without making sure I can see Jenny again. 


“T should get going,” she says, echoing my thoughts. An odd 
expression comes across her face and I get the impression 
that there’s something she’s not telling me, but then it’s 
gone and I wonder if I’m imagining things. 


“TIl walk you to the end of the beach,” I say, and stand up 
and hold out my arm. She smiles, gets up and takes my arm 
and we walk towards the steps that lead back up the hills. 


“So, do you live around here, or is it a holiday?” I ask as we 
stroll along, arm in arm. There’s an easy familiarity 
between us, as if we’ve known each other for years. 


“Holiday,” she murmurs. “You?” 
This is my chance. 


“I’m staying with a friend until the 6,” I tell her. “Perhaps 
we could meet up at some point? I would really like to get to 
know you better.” 


She stops walking and turns to face me, her blue eyes wide. 


“You would?” she whispers. Her lips are just inches from 
mine and I can’t stop myself from staring at her mouth 
again. 


“T definitely would,” I confirm. I lean down and lightly brush 
my lips against hers. I mean it to be a tender peck, no more, 
but sparks fly the minute our lips touch and suddenly we’re 
kissing each other passionately with a hunger I’ve never felt 
before. 


CHAPTER THREE 


J enny 


Oh my god, he’s kissing me. I’m kissing Alex. 


Lust floods through my whole body as his mouth explores 
mine, and I lean my body into his with abandon. I’m well 
aware of the fact that anyone on the beach could see us if 
they looked up, but I don’t care. I’ve thought about this, 
fantasized about this for so many years that I’m not about 
to do anything to stop it from happening now. 


But I need to tell him who I am, a voice nags at me. A voice 
that, for now, I’m going to choose to ignore. I’ve wanted this 
for so long, to feel his arms around me, his body next to 
mine and his hands on my skin. 


One of those hands slides down to my waist and the other 
curls around my cheek, while I run my fingers through his 
hair, pulling his head down to meet mine. 


I push my hips into his and I can feel the stiffness at his 
groin that tells me how much he wants me, and just 
knowing that he desires me makes me moan softly into his 


mouth. The sound seems to turn him on even more as he 
grips me tighter and his kiss becomes harder, enough that 
I’m sure my lips will be swollen afterwards. 


He slides a hand up to my body, cupping the underside of 
my breast and I feel the wetness pool between my legs and 
my clit throb in expectation. I’ve almost completely 
forgotten where we are. 


“Get a room,” someone shouts from the beach below and he 
pulls away, chuckling but looking a little embarrassed. 


“I’m sorry,” he says, “that wasn’t very gentlemanly of me, 
but I’ve been wanting to do that since I first set eyes on 
you.” 


That’s not true, I think guiltily. I have to tell him, but how 
the hell do I break it to him now? I pause and bite my lip. 
He sees my hesitation and takes a step back. 


“Tve offended you.” 


“No,” I reassure him quickly, shaking my head. “No, that 
was...amazing.” 


“T thought so too,” he smiles, looking relieved. “So, when 
can I see you again?” 


I hesitate, but I’m cringing inside as I wonder how he’s 
going to react. Will he be angry? Or...oh my god...will he 
tell Dad? Now that reality has hit, I’m starting to realize just 
how crazy a move this was. 


“Erm...probably as soon as you get to where you’re 
staying,” I say, looking down at my sandals as I shuffle from 
one foot to the other. When I glance back up at him I see 
he’s looking bemused. 


“What do you mean?” 


I take a deep breath. 

“Im Jenny,” I say. 

“You told me that already.” 

“We've met before....I’m Jeff’s daughter.” 


I see the confusion on his face give way to clarity, and then 
his mouth falls open and I catch the unmistakable look of 
horror in his eyes. 


“You...you what? Is this some kind of joke?” There’s an 
undercurrent of anger in his voice and I shake my head 
glumly, knowing that the bubble has now well and truly 
burst. 


“No, I’m sorry. I thought you would recognize me.” 
“But you... how old are you?” He looks mortified. 


“Tm not underage,” I assure him quickly, realizing he’s no 
doubt totally forgotten my age, if he ever knew it at all. “I’m 
nearly twenty.” 


“So, nineteen then,” he says drily. I nod. 


“You’re mad at me,” I say softly. He takes a deep, 
shuddering breath. 


“If that was supposed to be some kind of game, it wasn’t a 
funny one,” he says and his whole attitude towards me has 
completely changed now. He takes a step back, his body 
language closing down and his eyes cold. Withdrawing from 
me. I want to tell him that I don’t think it’s funny at all, that 
I have wanted this to happen since I was sixteen and even if 
he never gives me the time of day again, it would have been 
worth it for that kiss. But I don’t say any of that. Instead I 
just say, quietly, “I’m sorry.” 


He nods briskly as though he has come to a decision. 


“T won’t tell your father,” he says. “Let’s not speak of it 
again, it’s forgotten. And I apologize. I would never have 
done such a thing if I had known who you are, it’s not like I 
usually go around kissing girls on beaches.” 


“Okay,” I say, trying to sound as though I agree, as though 
I’m not really that bothered and the whole thing was just a 
teenage prank. As though I haven’t been longing for his kiss 
ever since I came of age. 


“Right, I’m going to my car. I'll see you at your Dad’s. 
Hopefully it won’t be too long before he can join us.” 


He turns on his heel and walks off before I can reply and I 
watch him go, feeling abandoned. He’ll probably never talk 
to me again the way he just did. Never touch or kiss me 
again. The next few days are going to be torture. I bring my 
fingers to my lip and hold them there as I watch him walk 
away, as though I could somehow keep and make tangible 
the memory of his kiss. 


CHAP TER FOUR 


A» 


I stomp back to my car, a whirlwind of emotions inside me. I 
feel angry, taken for a fool, guilty on Jeff’s behalf and also, 
incredibly, devastated that I have lost my chance with the 
only woman to arouse my interest so strongly. 


I’ve just kissed my best friend’s daughter. It would be funny 
if it wasn’t so tragic. 


I can’t believe she didn’t let on straight away who she is. 
How did I not recognize her? But she looks nothing like I 
remember her. She was just a gawky, chubby, shy kid, and 
now she looks like a goddess. The duckling who turned into 
a swan. 


I don’t know how the hell I’m going to get through the next 
few days, and I pray that Jeff turns up sooner rather than 
later. The less time I spend alone around her the better, or 
I’m going to explode. 


As I drive along the track towards the house I pass a larger 
building that’s obviously owned by someone with significant 
wealth, and I’m not a poor guy. I own my own construction 


firm, the biggest in my state, in fact. My nearest rival 
doesn’t even come close in terms of market shares. But I 
like to think my tastes are quite refined...this place screams 
‘look at me, I have a shit ton of money.’ I slow down as I 
pass because there’s a guy walking through the front door 
that I recognize, the idiot who tried it on with Jenny at the 
beach. An older man, probably his father, lets him in. I drive 
on, my lip curling in disgust and I feel a wave of 
protectiveness come over me again. I try to tell myself that I 
only still feel like this because she’s Jeff’s daughter and it’s 
only natural I should feel protective, but I know it’s more 
than that. I feel protective of her, possessive even because 
every cell in my body is screaming. She’s mine. 


But it can’t be, I tell myself firmly. She’s too young. She’s 
Jeff’s daughter. It can’t happen. 


Yet for the life of me I can’t work out why, if it’s so obviously 
wrong, it doesn’t feel wrong. It feels like the most correct 
thing in the world in fact, and that kiss felt as though it was 
always meant to be. 


Stop it, I tell myself firmly. I can’t afford to think this way, or 
else the next few days will drive me insane. 


I think about turning round and going home, and telling Jeff 
that something has come up. She’s nineteen, she can look 
after herself for a few days I’m sure. But I know that won’t 
work. What if that guy finds out where she lives and tries to 
harass her again? I would never forgive myself. Plus, Jeff 
will think there’s something wrong and come dashing over 
to see if I’m okay, and I don’t want to worry him. After all, it 
was him who bailed me out last year. 


I wonder if Jenny knows about that. Probably not. 


I reach Jeff’s beach house and park up. As I approach the 
front door I see it’s ajar and I step inside. 


“Jenny?” I call. 


“Tm in the kitchen,” she calls. I walk down the hall and into 
the large kitchen to find her chopping up fruit on the side. 


“You got back pretty quick,” I say. She nods. 


“There’s a shortcut through the dunes...and a lovely secret 
little cove most people don’t know about. I used to go sit 
there as a kid.” She blushes and turns back to her fruit and 
I stand here, not knowing what to say. She’s changed into 
white denim shorts and a tank top, but she looks just as hot 
as She did in the bikini, and I’m having to try very hard not 
to admire her ass. Thankfully she puts the knife down and 
turns to me, although that doesn’t really help as she’s just 
as sexy from the front. 


“Alex, I’m sorry about what happened at the beach. I should 
have told you straight away who I was. Can we start again? 
I don’t want this to be awkward.” 


“Of course,” I tell her, pulling a seat out and sitting at the 
large oak table. “I saw that guy from the beach on my way 
here. He was going into that really big, flash house down 
the road.” 


Her mouth makes a little ‘o’ of surprise and then she 
laughs. 


“T thought I knew him. It’s Brad Jetson. I knew him as a kid, 
he was a douchebag then. He’s a few years older than me, 
but I used to see him around on the holidays. His father is 
Paul Jetson, he’s a real estate mogul. Owns half of this town. 
Dad says he’s a douche too.” 


“Like father, like son then,” I say uncharitably. “I’ll make 
sure he doesn’t bother you again.” 


The tops of her cheeks flush and she looks pleased at my 
words. 


“Thank you.” 


“Well, it’s the least I can do. Jeff expects me to look after 
you.” 


She turns back to the counter abruptly, but not before I see 
the look of disappointment and even hurt on her face. I 
want to kick myself for being so brisk with her, but I don’t 
know how best to approach this whole situation. I can’t let 
her know how I feel, as much as I want to. 


I stand up before I change my mind. “Pll take my bag to my 
room,” I say. She nods without turning around, chopping a 
kiwi with rather more force than it probably warrants. 


“You’re in the big room at the back,” she says. I hoist my 
bag over my shoulder and go to my room, feeling deflated. 


I barely see her for the rest of the day. I spend the 
afternoon making conference calls for work, then go back 
to the kitchen, looking for food. There’s no sign of Jenny, but 
there’s a covered plate of chicken salad with a sticky note 
with my name on. I wolf it down, remembering I haven’t 
eaten since breakfast, then hang around for a while 
wondering where in the house she is, or if she’s gone out. I 
go into the lounge and try to watch some TV but am too 
restless to settle. Still no sign of Jenny. In the end I go back 
to my room and decide to have an early night. I get into bed 
and lie there, staring at the ceiling, fighting the growing 
need to go and find her, claim her and make her mine. 


CHAPTER: FIVE 


J enny 


After Alex goes upstairs I finish making some lunch, then sit 
at the table and stare at it, not hungry at all. I feel slightly 
nauseous in fact. 


I’ve blown it. I should have told him straight away who I am. 
Now he just thinks I’m a silly girl playing games, and he will 
probably never look at me that way again. Part of me 
wonders if it was worth it, to at least have the memory of 
our kiss, but I know that just won’t cut it for long. A taste of 
him is never going to be enough. I want it all. 


Especially now that I know he wants me too, and that is 
exactly why I didn’t tell him. Because of the look in his eyes 
when he came over and scared Brad off. The way his gaze 
swept over my body and his eyes went dark with desire. To 
have him look at me like that is all of my adolescent dreams 
come true. To look at me, not as his friend’s daughter, but 
as the woman I now am. He kissed me as though he was 
hungry for me, and looked at me as though I was the only 
woman in the world...until he discovered my identity. I 


could see the change in his perception of me immediately. 
Now I’m back to being Jeff’s daughter. 


And yet...can he really forget just like that? He’s just being 
noble, out of loyalty to my Dad. Frustratingly, that just 
makes me want him even more, knowing that he has a 
conscience and isn’t just some kind of playboy. 


I finish staring at my lunch and scrape it in the bin, deciding 
to go back down to my cove, I always think of it as my place, 
and watch the ocean for a while. I text Dad to let him know 
all is well and we’re both here, knowing that I’m very 
deliberately avoiding not calling him. I just can’t face it 
right now, knowing the secret I’m now keeping from him, 
that Alex is keeping too. I guess he’s angry at me for putting 
him in such a compromising position, and I can’t really 
blame him, but I was just so swept up in the moment, in 
taking the only chance I might ever get to have him see me 
as Jenny, not just the daughter of his friend. 


Before I leave I plate up another salad and leave it for him. 
I mean it simply as a hostess, and because I’m worried that 
he might be too polite to help himself without Dad here, but 
I can’t help feeling a pang of pleasure that I’m preparing 
food for him, as though I’ve morphed into a fifties housewife 
overnight. Amazing what one kiss can do. 


I wander down to the cove, walking through the dunes 
down a path that you don’t see until you’re almost upon it. 
It leads out to a tiny beach enclosed by cliffs. The sand is 
almost white and the sea azure blue, and it’s empty of all 
other life. I’ve seen dolphins here before. I sit near the 
ocean itself and wait until the tide creeps in and is lapping 
at my toes. The water is almost warm this time of year. 
Maybe I will get up early in the morning and go for a swim, 
it might be a good way to burn some of this frustration off 
at any rate. 


The plan is to watch the fourth of July fireworks from here, 
me, my Dad and Alex. It would have been a beautiful 
moment, but now I’m just worried that it’s going to be 
awkward. 


Sighing, I know that even the ocean can’t calm the 
emotions tumbling inside me. I get up and walk back the 
way that I came, the afternoon sun burning my shoulders. I 
will need to put some aloe gel on when I get in. 


I go straight to my room and pick up my book, a YA novel 
about vampires and witches that I was looking forward to 
reading, but all I can think about is the fact that Alex is 
down the hall, and I find I’m just skimming the pages, 
reading the words written on them without really 
registering what they are saying. The long drive this 
morning and the heat has made me tired and soon my head 
falls onto my book. 


I wake up to see the burnt orange rays of sunset bathing 
my room. I roll over and stretch, disorientated for a 
moment, then the events of the day come rushing back. I 
remember Alex’s kiss with a visceral flashback that makes 
every nerve ending tingle and my mouth go dry with lust as 
I visualize his hands on my body and his mouth on mine. 


It’s too much. Desire flares in the pit of my stomach and I 
feel my most intimate places tighten and contract at the 
thought of his touch. My nipples stiffen under my tank top 
in spite of the heat and I slide a hand up under the thin 
material and gently stroke around my breasts, circling 
around one nipple and then lightly running a fingertip 
across one pebbled peak, a small moan escaping my lips as 
I imagine it to be Alex’s mouth. I want him so badly that my 
groin throbs, craving release, and with my other hand I 
unbutton my shorts and wiggle them down over my hips 
and thighs, taking my panties with them. I run my fingers 


over my mound as I pinch my nipple, teasing myself the way 
that I want Alex to tease me. Then I part my thighs as much 
as the shorts will allow and slip my hand between my legs, 
feeling the heat of my pussy on my palm. 


I run a fingertip between my folds and feel myself getting 
wetter as I respond to my own touch. It feels good, but it’s 
not enough. I want it to be his hand. Or his tongue. I gasp at 
the thought. I’ve always wondered what that felt like, and of 
course in my fantasies it has always been Alex doing it to 
me. Back then, I always knew they were just fantasies but 
now having been in his arms however briefly it feels as 
though it could be so much more. That it could have 
happened for real. 


As I circle my clit I imagine it’s him, picturing his dark head 
between my legs and his eyes shining wickedly up at me as 
he pleasures me with his mouth, just the thought of it has 
me whispering his name under my breath and I touch 
myself harder and faster, kneading my breasts with my 
other hand and tweaking my nipples by turns. The fact that 
I know he is just a few rooms away, under the same roof, 
excites me even more. I picture him coming to find me, 
walking into my room and interrupting me playing with 
myself while I’m thinking about him. 


Wanting more I place my other hand between my legs too 
and slide a finger inside myself while I continue to play with 
my clit with the other. I’m soaking now and I move my hips 
in a gentle rhythm against my hands, adding another finger 
as I think about Alex sliding his cock inside me, taking me 
for the first time and making me his. 


The thought is more than I can bear and I feel my orgasm 
quickly building now, waves of pleasure reaching a 
crescendo. I bite my lip to stifle a scream as I come, shocks 


rippling through me as my whole lower body contracts and 
feels as though it’s dissolving into liquid heat. 


I lie back on the cushions panting as my orgasm subsides, 
my thighs weak with the force of my climax. It was amazing, 
yet now I feel almost strangely bereft. I want Alex here for 
real, so that I can turn over and roll into his arms and have 
him hold me again. Have him look at me like he did on the 
beach. 


I have to make it happen again, somehow. Have to make 
him believe that it’s worth the risk, that this is far more 
than just a game to me. 


I take a shower, feeling tired again, and then put a tank top 
and panties on and get into bed. I pick my book back up and 
am able to read a few chapters now that I’ve temporarily 
satiated some of my lust, but Alex is still playing on my mind 
and interrupting the flow of the story. I wait until my eyelids 
are heavy again and the light is going down before I turn 
over and pull the sheets over me. I wonder what Alex is 
doing and what he is thinking, and if he’s thinking of me 
too. 


It’s my last thought before sleep claims me again. 


CHAP TER SIX 


JULY 2ND 


A» 


Where am I? I wake up rubbing my eyes and take a few 
moments to reorient myself to my surroundings. I’m in Jeff’s 
beach house for the 4th of July weekend. Jeff isn’t here, but 
Jenny is. Jenny, his daughter, who I kissed on the beach 
yesterday and who just so happens to be the most beautiful 
woman I have ever met. In fact, just minutes before she 
dropped her identity bombshell I had made my mind up 
that I was going to make her mine. That she was made to be 
mine. 


Now I don’t know what the fuck to do. 


I sit up and notice that thinking about Jenny has given me a 
hard on. My head might be telling me I can’t still want her 
now that I know who she is, but my body clearly has other 
ideas. My mom always used to say to me, Always trust your 
heart Alexander. The heart knows what it wants. My heart 
and my cock are on the same wavelength this morning. 


Thinking about Mom sobers me up a little though and with 
relief my cock subsides. I get up and go to the window, 


peeping out of the blinds. It’s a bright, beautiful morning. I 
check the clock to see that it is only six am and decide this 
would be a really good time to go for a morning run. I’ve 
always loved to work out, and I know my physique shows 
that, but in the past year I’ve taken up running in the 
morning and found it to be a relief on so many levels, not 
least in burning off excess testosterone. Usually my issue is 
anger, but not this morning. This morning is sheer, 
unadulterated lust. 


I pull on a t-shirt and shorts and quietly let myself out of the 
house, trying hard not to think too much about Jenny lying 
in bed and wonder what she’s wearing, or if she sleeps 
naked. 


I run extra hard, jogging up towards the sand dunes and 
watching the sun just coming up on the horizon, shining a 
rose gold shimmer onto the waters of the sea. The road is 
deserted with not a car in sight, and I breathe in the early 
morning air and feel invigorated. This is my favorite time of 
day, for sure. 


But I still can’t stop thinking about Jenny. No matter how 
much I try to settle into a mindful state as I run, her image 
is in front of my eyes as vividly as though she is in fact in 
front of me. I know this sudden obsession isn’t going to go 
away any time soon no matter how much I might need it to. 


When I get to the house I’m secretly hoping Jenny will be 
up and about but there is no sign of her and the house is 
silent. I go back to my room, strip off my running gear and 
go into the ensuite for a shower. Of course my treacherous 
mind goes straight to an image of Jenny, naked in here with 
me, and I groan in frustration as I soap myself up and feel 
myself going stiff at the slightest touch. I want her so badly 
that my balls are throbbing and I need to release. 


I start to stroke and squeeze my shaft as the warm water 
cascades over my body, closing my eyes as I imagine that 
my touch is hers. I think about those long slender fingers on 
my cock and groan audibly. I imagine her down on her 
knees in front of me, taking the bulbous head of my cock 
between those full, pink lips and sucking on it greedily 
while I entwine my fingers in her long, dark hair. 


I steady myself against the shower wall with one hand as I 
work my shaft with the other, allowing my mind to run 
rampant because I know that this fantasy is all that I can 
allow myself to have. I picture myself burying my head 
between her legs, inhaling the scent and taste of her pussy 
and slipping my fingers inside her, gaining access to her 
most intimate place. 


I can feel my come building in my balls, ready to shoot out 
of my cock and more than anything in the world right now I 
want to be inside her, to spill my hot seed inside and fill 
every inch of her with me. Claiming my woman. 


The thought is too much and I groan loudly, tipping my head 
back and shuddering as I orgasm, my hot seed spurting 
over my hand and not into her body where I want it to be. 
As I finish I lean against the shower wall, my breath ragged, 
knowing that I have done nothing to sake my desire for her 
but have only fed it. 


I want her. I have to have her, but I can’t. It’s impossible. 
Isn’t it? 


I know there is no point in allowing myself to muse over the 
possibilities. Feeling annoyed with myself for my lack of self 
control I set out of the shower and towel dry myself roughly. 


I pull on a pair of shorts and head downstairs, wondering if 
Jenny is up yet. 


She is. Sitting at the kitchen table with a glass of orange 
juice and pancakes. She looks up and smiles shyly as I walk 
in, then I see her eyes lingering on my chest. I don’t miss 
the flash of lust in her eyes and it makes my cock twitch 
even though I have so recently come. Hiding the attraction I 
feel for her is going to be next to impossible. 


But I have to. I’m no lech, and Jenny can’t be for me. 


The problem is that every instinct in my body is telling me 
that she is. 


“Morning,” I say, aiming for nonchalance. 


“Morning yourself,” she says, tearing her eyes away from 
my chest with what looks like difficulty. Ok, I should have 
put a shirt on, but it’s like ninety degrees out there and 
climbing. 


“Do you want pancakes and maple syrup?” she says. My 
stomach rumbles in response. 


“That sounds great. Thank you for the food yesterday, by 
the way. I spent most of the afternoon working.” 


She looks interested. 


“Dad told me you’ve done really well for yourself, really 
grown your business. I bet that means you don’t get much 
time off though right?” 


“I’m a bit of a workaholic,” I admit. “But I wrapped 
everything up yesterday for a few days so I can enjoy the 
break.” 


She bites her lower lip and I immediately think about all of 
the ways in which I really want to enjoy the break. As 
though sensing my thoughts Jenny gets up abruptly and 
goes to the counter to fetch the pancakes. 


“Can I help?” 
She shakes her head. 
“You’re a guest. Enjoy.” 


I watch her as she moves. She’s wearing a white floaty 
sundress and it skims her body beautifully, showing off her 
cute curves to full effect. She’s petite yet lush, with a 
generous ass that I want to push myself up against while I 
sink my cock into her. 


Get a grip Alex, I reprimand myself and let out an audible 
groan. She looks over her shoulder at me in concern. 


“Are you okay?” 
“Wind.” 


“Nice,” she says with a laugh as she sets the pancakes down 
in front of me and then sits back down to resume eating her 
own. Trying not to make it obvious I watch her eat. Every 
movement she makes I find deliciously erotic. When she 
starts sucking maple syrup from her fingers it all becomes 
too much. 


“Are you doing that on purpose?” I ask and then wince as 
my words come out harsher than I intended and she stops 
and looks at me in surprise. 


“Doing what?” 


“Nothing, I’m sorry.” I sigh and try to change the subject 
while she just stares at me looking completely bemused. 
She’s not deliberately trying to seduce me, I realize, she is 
just too damn sexy. “So, what have you been up to since I 
last saw you?” 


“Pm studying architecture,” she says, surprising me. Quite 
why I’m surprised I don’t know, but maybe it’s because I’ve 


met a few architects in my time and they sure didn’t look 
like this. 


“Good for you. It’s a lucrative career. I’ve always preferred 
the more practical side of things myself, although these 
days I seem to spend most of my time in meetings or on a 
computer. But I have a few architects on my team.” 


She grins at that. “Maybe I will come work for you one day.” 


I close my eyes against the image of being alone with her in 
the office. I need another shower, a cold one. 


That gives me an idea. 


“We didn’t get off to a great start yesterday. How about we 
try again? Instead of just sitting around waiting for your 
Dad to show up maybe we could go down to the beach, take 
a dinghy out or something?” I’m hoping doing something 
active will help me burn off some of this frustration, and I 
can’t keep hiding in my room or her father will know there’s 
something wrong when he finally gets here. 


“T thought it was an amazing start actually,” she mumbles, 
then goes bright red. I don’t respond, and there’s an 
awkward silence until she nods with something like 
resignation. 


“Yes, let’s do that. It would be silly to waste this glorious 
weather.” 


I help her clear up the plates and then we head off. 


“Have you heard from your Dad?” I ask as she locks up the 
house. 


“Earlier this morning. He’s still saying tomorrow, probably 
evening, before he gets here. He’s disappointed about 
missing the time, he said to say hi and he would call you 
later.” 


I nod, wishing I didn’t have such mixed feelings about 
talking to him. I feel horrendously disloyal, but I just can’t 
seem to shake off this almost magnetic desire for Jenny. 


We walk down to the beach together, making small talk and 
studiously ignoring the unspoken topic that is creating a 
burning tension between us. Perhaps spending time with 
her was a mistake. Being close to her, smelling the scent of 
her fragrance and watching the sunlight shine off her long 
dark hair, is doing nothing to cool the flames of my desire 
for her. 


We pass a couple on the way down to the beach and they 
smile at us. It occurs to me that they probably assume Jenny 
and I are a couple too, and the thought sends a ripple of 
pleasure through me that I’m too scared to examine. 


CHAP LER SEVEN 


J enny 


As we walk down the sandy steps towards the beach I slip 
on the steps and Alex reaches out and grabs my arm. His 
touch sends a thrill through me like an electric shock and I 
stare at him as I right myself my heart suddenly 
hammering in my chest as I realize how close we are to 
each other. It reminds me of the charged moment before 
our kiss yesterday and for a split second I think he’s going 
to kiss me again. My lips part in anticipation. 


But instead he drops my arm abruptly and steps back, his 
expression wary. 


“You okay?” 
“Yes, sorry. These sandals weren’t the best idea.” 


We carry on walking as if the moment never happened and 
it just fuels my frustration. I want him so badly that all my 
senses are attuned to his every movement, his every look, 
and the rest of the world around us just fades into the 
background. He’s fighting this, and as much as that is all 


very honorable it’s starting to wear thin already. I know he 
wants me too, I can see it in his eyes every time he looks at 
me, and I wish he would just give in to the feelings that are 
clearly consuming us both. 


But he doesn’t. As we reach the sand he walks slightly 
ahead towards the edge of the waves where the boat hire 
is, attended by a dark haired man who looks bored as hell. 


“Have you ever jet skied?” Alex asks me. I shake my head. 


“No. I don’t know why. I come here nearly every summer,” I 
laugh. 


“I think you'll love it,” he says and I nod. I do like trying new 
things, and any experience with Alex is going to be exciting. 
We book in for an hour's time and then walk a little further 
up the beach and pick a spot. Although it’s still not even 
midday the sun is sweltering and the beach is filling up fast. 
I slip out of my sundress, revealing a matching white bikini 
underneath and feel disappointed when Alex immediately 
whips his head around to face the other way. I want him to 
look at me the way he did yesterday, before he knew who I 
was, but it appears it isn’t going to happen. I lie back on my 
beach towel, pulling my sunglasses down over my eyes, and 
try and relax and enjoy the sun. Next to me Alex pulls a 
book out of his bag. 


“What are you reading?” I ask. 
“A crime thriller, they’re kind of my guilty pleasure.” 


“T love crime thrillers,” I say. We seem to have so much in 
common, he’s perfect for me. It’s such a cruel twist of fate 
that he is who he is. Completely unfair, in fact. I turn my 
face back to the sun and let him read. 


A few minutes later sand lands on me, startling me. I open 
my eyes and my stomach falls as I see three young men 


walking past, leering at me. 
Brad. I bet it was him who kicked the sand. 


Alex puts his book down slowly and glares at them. I see 
Brad blanch slightly but he retains his cocky expression. 
Clearly he has more confidence with a few friends to back 
him up. Coward. 


“Are you going to apologize for that?” Alex says in a voice 
that is deceptively calm, although his eyes are like flint. 
Brad and his friends continue walking, but I notice they 
speed up slightly. 


“It was an accident,” Brad shrugs as they walk away. Alex 
sits glaring at them until they’re gone all the way down the 
beach, then turns to me. 


“That guy has a real issue with the fact that you rejected 
him,” he says. “Keep away from him, he’s not someone you 
would want to come across on your own.” 


“He’s just a spoiled little rich boy,” I say, not wanting to 
seem concerned in front of Alex, but I know he’s right. Brad 
makes me feel uncomfortable. 


“They’re the worst,” he says. “Honestly, I’ve met men like 
him before. Snakes, always.” 


He picks his book back up and I sit and watch him from 
behind my sunglasses for a few moments, allowing my eyes, 
hidden by the dark lenses, to travel over his torso. He truly 
is gorgeous, with huge shoulders, impressive pecs and abs 
so sculpted that they could cut glass. It’s not like I’ve seen a 
lot of naked men, none in fact, but he puts any other man to 
shame and I can’t help wondering what’s underneath those 
shorts and whether or not he is as big in all areas of his 
body. 


I love the way he gets all protective when Brad bothers me 
too. There’s something so wonderfully caveman about it, an 
Alpha male protecting his woman. 


Except I’m not his woman, I remind myself. Fantasizing like 
this isn’t going to help the situation at all. 


I’m glad when it’s time to go for our jet skiing session. The 
guy whose name is Paulo, we learn, takes us out on the boat 
first, and then we come back in further down the beach so I 
can get on the skis. Paulo talks me through what to do while 
I struggle into a life jacket. Alex looks at me in amusement. 
“Orange is your color.” 


“T look like a tangerine,” I grumble, then continue to listen 
to Paulo. I mean, how hard can this be? The boat is doing all 
the work. 


I get on the skis and we head off, Alex grinning out at me 
from the back of the boat as I hang on for dear life. 


I’m soon laughing with exhilaration as we tear across the 
waves and the spray from the ocean hits my skin. This is so 
much fun, and I can’t believe that I’ve never tried it before. 


Then it all goes wrong. A sudden, vicious cramp seizes my 
thigh and it makes me gasp and double over, letting go of 
the handle. I’m still attached to the boat of course but now 
I’m being yanked along and I’m off balance, clawing at my 
leg. I tip and go face first into the waves, breathing in and 
swallowing a huge amount of water. I panic as I realize that 
the life jacket is making it too difficult to turn over and I’m 
still being dragged along at high speed. My thigh is 
screaming in agony and my lungs are burning as I struggle 
to catch a breath. 


I’m going to drown. 


CHAP TER EIGHT 


A% 


Jenny’s in trouble. 


I see her buckle over, let go of the handle and go tumbling 
into the water. 


“Stop the boat!” I scream at Paulo and run to the edge just 
in time to see Jenny struggling to right herself. The life 
jacket is keeping her afloat all right, but she’s face down in 
the water and thrashing around. 


I dive straight into the ocean and the water hits me like a 
cool slap, then I swim as fast as I can over to her and grab 
her around the middle, flipping her over. She coughs and 
spits out water and I hold her until she’s calmed down and 
has caught her breath. The boat has stopped and we float in 
the azure waters, me treading water as I hold her. 


I don’t need to still be holding her, I realize. The boat is still, 
she has a life jacket on and can still swim. I don’t need to be 
here with my arms around her at all. 


I just want to be. A wave of protectiveness washes me and I 
shudder as the image of her tumbling into the water flashes 
through my mind. I feel sick at the thought of anything 
happening to her. 


Calm now and having freed herself of the skis, Jenny looks 
up at me. Her eyes are the same color as the ocean and I’m 
close enough to see the dusting of freckles across her nose 
and the tops of her cheeks. For a moment we’re frozen in 
time, staring at each other as the waves caress our bodies, 
and the rest of the world disappears. I could make love to 
her here and now, in the water, with the tang of salt on our 
lips and the sun heating our skin. The thought is sublime. 


“Alex?” she whispers and I’m jolted back to reality. 


“Let’s get back to the boat,” I say brusquely, letting go of 
her. “Can you swim?” 


She nods. “Yes, the cramp has gone. That’s why I fell, my 
leg seized up horribly.” 


We swim back to the side of the boat and I lift her up then 
drag myself in while Paulo helps Jenny back on board. He 
looks horrified and I sense he’s worried about being held 
culpable and losing money. 


“Tt wasn’t your fault Paulo,” I reassure him. “Accidents 
happen. Can you take us back to the beach?” 


Paulo nods gratefully and starts up the boat. As we head 
back to shore Jenny is silent and I look at her to see that her 
skin is pale underneath her tan, and her eyes wide with 
shock. 


“Are you okay?” 


She shakes herself as though to snap herself out of it. 


“Yes, it just freaked me out for a moment there when I 
couldn’t get any air...I just panicked. Silly really.” 


“Tt’s not silly at all,” I correct her. “It’s a perfectly normal 
human response, I would say.” 


She looks at me gratefully. 


“T think I’m going to go home now,” she says. “I just want to 
curl up on the couch, eat ice cream and watch crappy 
movies.” 


She looks at me expectantly and I sense that she doesn’t 
want to be on her own, but doesn’t want to ask. 


“Would you like me to come with you? Ice cream and 
crappy movies sounds just great to me.” 


“Thank you,” she smiles, as though I’m doing her a favor. I 
can’t actually think of anything I would like to do more than 
spend time on the couch with her, but I don’t dare tell her 
that. After all I’ve made it clear that nothing can happen 
between us, so why did it feel so natural, out there in the 
ocean, to have her in my arms? 


I tip Paulo handsomely as we come ashore, although the 
money is now pretty soaked from my impromptu swim. He 
waves at us as we walk towards the ice cream kiosk. 


“So, here we are again,” Jenny murmurs as we line up to 
order. This is where we kissed yesterday, and she isn’t the 
only one thinking about it. I pretend I haven’t heard her, 
even though the look of disappointment on her face 
wrenches at me. I know what she wants from me, and I 
want to give it to her like nothing on earth. 


I buy two cones for us to eat on the way back and also a 
huge tub of raspberry ripple cheesecake flavor. I’ll regret 
the sugar overload later, but right now I just don’t care. 


Besides, sugar is good for shock, and as much as she is 
trying to hide it, I can see that Jenny is trying to hide how 
shaken up she is by the incident on the boat. 


We're both quiet on the way back, but it isn’t a wholly 
uncomfortable silence. I love being with her, in a way that 
goes beyond simple lust. Having her around just feels 
natural, as though she was always meant to be by my side. I 
try not to think that way, knowing the inner turmoil it will 
provoke as I wrestle with my desire with her in the face of 
the fact that she is my friend’s daughter, but there is an 
undeniable growing intimacy between us, and her falling 
from the boat has just brought it all to the forefront. 


Because when I saw her take that tumble my first instinct 
was to dive in, and while I would like to think I would do 
that for anyone in trouble, the instant thought that 
accompanied that feeling was, my woman is in trouble. 


My woman. 


I don’t know how much longer I can keep denying the 
strength of my attraction towards her. 


Back at the house I find spoons and bowls and dish out the 
dessert while Jenny sets up the den and chooses a movie. 


“Do you like romantic comedy?” she shouts through the 
house. 


“Its up to you,” I tell her although I groan inwardly. Not 
only is rom com not my thing, but sitting next to her 
watching a romance like we’re boyfriend and girlfriend? I’m 
having to exercise every ounce of self control that I possess 
as it is. 


I hear her laugh from the den. 


“TI take that as a no, then. Teen scream?” 


I groan, loud enough that she can hear me and I’m 
rewarded with another laugh, muffled this time. 


“Dinosaur action movie?” 
Kill me now. 


“Okay, that will do,” I give in, concluding that it can only get 
worse. Jurassic whatever part it is. 


I carry the utensils into the den. She looks up at me 
expectantly as I notice that there is only one place to sit... 
next to her, on a soft suede sofa with fluffy cushions. I sit 
down, trying to keep as much distance between me and her 
as I can, then I dish out dessert as she switches on the 
movie. 


“T’m going to get fat with all this ice cream,” she grumbles 
and I answer without thinking. 


“Nonsense, you have a beautiful body.” 


Jenny looks startled, and then blushes, a pleased smile 
playing at her lips. 


“You really think so?” 


“I shouldn’t have said that,” I mumble, settling into the 
cushions. I’m glad when she doesn’t respond but sits back 
and fixes her eyes on the TV as the credits roll. She kicks off 
her sandals and pulls up her legs and I try not to look at her 
perfect tanned feet with shell pink shiny toenails. I want to 
put them in my lap and rub them, then lift one petite sole to 
my lips and nibble it. I shove a spoonful of ice cream into my 
mouth to stifle the urge. 


The movie is as awful as I expected, but I grin and bear it. 
It’s worth it to be able to spend some time with her 
although when the running time starts to drag into the 


third hour, I wish I had gone for the rom com. I glance over 
at her. 


She’s asleep. The shock and heat must have gotten to her, 
and she looks adorable all tucked up with her lips half 
parted and eyelashes dusting her cheeks. I shake her softly. 


“Jenny,” I murmur, but she doesn’t respond, other than to 
burrow further into the cushions. I look around to see a 
throw over the beanbag in the corner and I fetch it, then lay 
it carefully across her shoulders. Then I turn off the TV, pick 
up the bowls and pad quietly out of the room to let her 
Sleep. Full of a gnawing frustration, I go up to my room and 
fire up my laptop. I don’t strictly need to do any more work 
right now, but it’s the best way I know to distract myself. 


I check my phone before I get to work on my emails and see 
a missed call from Jeff. No doubt he wants to know if I’m 
settling in okay and let me know what time he will be here 
tomorrow. 


Which means I won’t have to worry about resisting Jenny 
any more. I should be relieved but instead I feel crushed, 
knowing I’ve missed my chance, even if it’s a chance I never 
should have had in the first place. 


I just can’t face talking to him, so I text him instead, letting 
him know we went to the beach, and everything is fine. I 
don’t tell him about the boat, figuring that’s for her to 
decide. I don’t want to worry him when I know he must 
already be stressing about getting here in time for the 
fourth of July celebrations. The conflicting loyalties make 
my headache. 


Jeff is my best friend and I love him dearly. But although I 
didn’t choose this reality, I can’t run from it either. 


I’m in love with his daughter. 


CHAP TER NINE 


J enny 


I wake up with a stiff neck and wonder where I am. With a 
jolt I remember falling into the sea and Alex coming after 
me. 


Where is Alex? 


I adjust myself to my surroundings as I sit up and I see I’m 
in the den. I remember coming in here with Alex to watch a 
movie. I must have fallen asleep. How embarrassing. 
There’s a blanket wrapped around me that I don’t 
remember using. Alex must have done it. 


What time is it? The TV is off and the dimmer switch is on, 
but I can tell it’s getting dark outside. I get up and twitch 
back the curtain. 


It isn’t just getting dark. It is dark. I must have been asleep 
for hours. 


Which means Alex has gone to bed. Damn, I was lying here 
cuddled up on the sofa, the perfect opportunity for us to 
kiss again, and I fell asleep. And Dad will be here tomorrow 


which means I’ve missed any chance that I had to convince 
Alex I’m not just some young girl out for a laugh. This is 
serious for me. 


I go up to bed, shower and put on panties and a t-shirt 
before brushing my teeth and getting into bed. 


I can’t sleep. I lie here staring at the ceiling for the better 
part of an hour, willing sleep to come, but all that I can 
think of is Alex, and that if I don’t make a move now, I may 
never get the chance again. I have to at least tell him how I 
feel and how much that kiss meant to me, and then he can 
do as he pleases with that information. 


I get up and make my way to his bedroom, my heart 
hammering in my chest as the more sensible side of me 
screams at me, what the hell are you doing? I ignore it. I 
know exactly what I’m doing, 


I knock lightly on the door of the guest room where Alex is 
staying. 


“Jenny?” He’s awake, although his voice sounds sleepy. 
“Can I come in? I have to talk to you about something.” 


There’s a moment's silence, and then I hear him say, 
“Sure.” 


Mustering my courage, I walk into his room, blinking as he 
turns the bedside lamp on. He’s sitting up in bed, looking at 
me quizzically and, I think, slightly warily. I stand at the end 
of the bed, nerves threatening to get the better of me. 


“Sit down,” he says kindly and I perch myself on the edge of 
the bed. His brow is creased with concern. 


“Are you Okay? I did try to wake you downstairs but you 
seemed comfy. I thought it was best to let you sleep. That 
was a pretty big shock you had today.” 


He thinks I’m here because I’m freaked out about the boat 
accident. I shake my head. 


“That’s not why I’m here, Alex.” 
tt No? 1 
“No. I want to ...talk about our kiss yesterday.” 


His eyebrows shoot up his forehead and his expression is 
guarded but I’m getting used to his ways now and I see the 
quick flash of desire in his eyes. He might not like how he 
feels, but I’m certain that he wants me. The way he held me 
in the water today, and the comment he made about my 
body that he then looked mortified about, he wants me and 
he’s fighting it. I like that he has morals, it makes him even 
sexier, but I like it even more that he lusts after me the way 
I do after him. 


“What about it? I’ve said I’m sorry, and-” 


“I don’t want you to be sorry,” I cut in, interrupting him 
before he can tell me again just what a bad idea this whole 
thing is, “because I’m not sorry at all.” 


Alex takes a deep breath, but nods at me. 
“Go on.” 


“The thing is,” I say, and I can feel my pulse working in my 
throat now as I’m about to reveal all to him. “I have wanted 
you to do that for years. I had a mega crush on you as a kid, 
any time you were round I used to hang around Dad to get 
a glimpse of you. That was just kid’s stuff, but the last time I 
Saw you, when I was sixteen? That was the first time I knew 
what it felt like to desire a man...and I’ve wanted you ever 
since.” 


Alex’s mouth has falls open and he looks shocked. I wonder 
if this will just put him off, after all it must be a pretty weird 


thing to hear, but I plough on regardless. 


“So, the reason I didn’t tell you who I was straight away 
yesterday was because...when you came over to rescue me 
from that idiot Brad, I saw the way you looked at me. Not as 
some kid. Not as your friend’s daughter. As a woman. A 
woman that you wanted. I knew that if I told you, then you 
would stop looking at me like that, and it was everything I 
ever wanted.” 


Alex shakes his head in amazement. 


“Jenny,” he says softly, “I don’t know what to say. I had no 
idea...” 


“Why would you? And I never meant for us to kiss, it wasn’t 
planned, I just got swept up in the moment. And I 
understand you think nothing can happen between us 
because of the age gap and my Dad and that’s fine, but I 
wanted you to know the truth. That yesterday wasn’t some 
silly prank. And I wanted to know...” I pause, wondering if I 
dare ask, even though deep down I know what the answer 
will be. 


“What?” he asks. I look him square in the eyes. 


“If I wasn’t his daughter, would you have pushed me away? 
I know I’m young, but I’m not a child, not any more. I’m a 
woman, and I know exactly what I want. And I think that 
you do, too.” 


“Yes, I do,” he says and his voice sounds thick in his throat. 
“Do you even need to ask? I have never wanted a woman so 
much, the minute I set eyes on you at the beach yesterday, I 
was blown away.” 


His words are everything that I want to hear. I move 
towards him and he makes no attempt to move away when I 
put my arms around his neck and lean forward, gently 


brushing my lips against his. He kisses me, an arm going 
around my waist to pull me into him, and my head spins 
with euphoria. 


Then Alex pulls away and for an agonizing second, I think 
he is going to reject me again, but instead he gently takes 
the hem of my t-shirt and starts to lift it up over my thighs, 
a question in his eyes. I answer him by lifting my arms so 
that he can slide it up over my waist, then my breasts, and 
over my head before he flings it into the corner of the room. 
I kneel in front of him in nothing but a pair of cotton 
panties. I feel so exposed, yet it turns me on watching his 
eyes travel hungrily over my body and linger on my breasts. 


“You are the sexiest woman I have ever seen,” he says and I 
can’t help smiling, flattered although not quite believing 
him. 


“I bet you say that to all the girls,” I say playfully and he 
shakes his head. 


“Not at all,” he says looking completely serious. He slides a 
hand slowly up the curve of my waist. “Look at you, you’re 
all woman,” he whispers and I squirm under his touch, 
feeling the lust gathering between my thighs. “Curvy hips,” 
he continues, “that tiny waist, and the most perfect pair of 
tits that I have ever seen.” 


I gasp at his crude but oh-so-sexy words, and then gasp 
again as he moves the palm of his hand gently over my 
breasts, his touch so light it’s barely there and I arch my 
back, pushing myself towards him, wanting more. 


He pulls me towards him roughly and kisses me again with 
a passion that takes my breath away, entwining his fingers 
in my long hair and reaching for my breasts to caress them 
softly. I whimper at his touch and return his kiss with just as 
much hunger, my fingers gripping his strong shoulders. His 


thumbs play with my nipples and they stiffen under his 
teasing touch, then he pushes both of my breasts together, 
rolling their tips between his fingers. It sends shivers of 
desire through the length of my body and I stop kissing him 
and tip my head back, closing my eyes and hearing myself 
moan with desire. Electricity courses through me and I 
want him inside me so badly that my pussy throbs wildly 
between my legs and I can feel my juices soaking my thin 
cotton panties. I feel as though I could orgasm in his hands 
just from this, but at the same time I know that it wouldn’t 
be enough and I wouldn’t want him to stop there. I want all 
of him. I want to be his. 


And I want him to be my first. I have to tell him before this 
goes any further, but I’m worried he will be angry again 
and stop, and I don’t ever want him to stop. 


Then he bends his head and flicks a stiff tongue over both of 
my nipples in turn and it feels so good that any coherent 
thought goes straight out the window. One hand goes to ass 
and starts to knead my ass cheeks, the tips of his fingers 
just centimeters away from my aching pussy. I arch myself 
in his hands, pushing my breasts further towards his mouth 
and my ass into his hands, letting my body beg for more. 
His touch is driving me wild and all thoughts of my virginity 
and my father and any reason why this isn’t a good idea are 
gone. I’m lost in the moment and all I can think about is 
how he is making me feel. 


Alex pushes me back onto the bed and hooks his thumbs 
into the sides of my panties, raising an eyebrow at me 
questioningly. His hair is all rumpled and his lips swollen 
and he looks gorgeous. In answer I lift my hips so there is 
room for him to take my underwear off. 


“I want to taste you Jenny,” he says. “I want to make you 
come in my mouth.” 


I suck my breath in sharply as I realize that my fantasies 
are about to come true. 


“Yes,” I say, my voice coming out as more of a moan, and he 
slides my panties down my legs and off my feet. I kick them 
away and when his large hands grip my thighs, I open them 
willingly, watching with fascination as he buries his head 
between my legs. He flicks the edge of his tongue over my 
swollen clit and I push my hand into my mouth to stifle the 
scream of pleasure that comes unbidden to my lips. It feels 
even better than my imagination could ever dream up, and 
I can already tell from the way my lower belly is contracting 
that this will be the strongest orgasm I have ever had. 


I sigh in frustration and grip his hair, fisting my hand into it 
as he lifts his mouth away from my pussy and starts to 
nibble along the inside of my thigh, the touch of his lips 
feather light and his breath cool against my hot skin. Alex 
looks up at me and his eyes shine up at me, a wicked gleam 
in them. 


“Please don’t stop,” I beg, flushing at my own neediness. 


“Oh, I won't,” he growls. “I’m going to lick you and suck on 
you until I feel your juices gush into my mouth.” I feel 
myself go even redder and I can’t answer him, I’m 
completely tongue tied. I’ve never talked dirty to anyone 
and I have no idea where to even start, but I definitely like 
it. Hearing him speak to me like this does things to my body 
that I didn’t think possible without actual touch. 


Thankfully he doesn’t seem to require an actual answer, as 
he positions himself in between my legs again. Then, just as 
his mouth is about to resume contact with my pause, he 
pauses and looks up at me, his eyes dark and unreadable. 


“Do you want to be mine Jenny,” he asks in a ragged voice. 
“Do you want to be my woman? Only mine?” 


“Oh god, yes,” I gasp, my heart leaping in my chest at his 
words, “I’ve always been yours Alex.” 


Then he puts his mouth to me again and my body dissolves 
into bliss. 


CHAPTER TEN 


A 


She tastes so goddamn good. 


As my lips touch her body, I can taste her juices, and I 
breath in the musky, womanly scent of her. My cock is rock 
hard, rubbing almost painfully against the bed, and I can 
feel myself leaking. I'm so desperate to be inside her. As 
soon as she confessed her crush on me, I knew I couldn’t 
hold back anymore. This woman is meant to be mine, it’s as 
simple and yet as complicated as that. 


We can worry about everything else once I have released 
myself inside her, claimed her body and made her mine. 


I can hear Jenny panting as I settle into a rhythm with my 
tongue, lapping at her as I grip the soft flesh of her inner 
thighs. She opens her legs wider for me and lifts her hips 
towards me and I can’t help but smile at her obvious 
pleasure. She rocks her hips against my mouth, indicating 
that she wants more and so I pick my pace, responding to 
her cues and giving her what she needs. I enter her with 
one finger, groaning at how tight she is as her body 


clenches around me. My cock is aching so badly for her that 
I have to slide one hand between my body and the bed, 
squeezing my shaft hard. My lust for her is so strong that I 
can barely think straight. All I want is to be inside her. I 
move my finger in a fluttering motion against the front wall 
of her pussy and she squeals as I find her sweet spot. I look 
up at her again, watching the pleasure on her face as I 
continue the movement. 


“You’re beautiful Jenny,” I tell her, and I have never meant 
anything so much in my life. “I want to watch you orgasm.” I 
nibble the extra soft skin where her thighs meet her body. 
“Come for me,” I murmur and put my mouth back on her 
clit, sucking gently but relentlessly. She is writhing against 
my mouth now, her fingers twisting in my hair, and I 
strengthen my movements and push another finger inside 
her. Her panting is in rhythm with my movements again, 
building up in intensity and I know she is close as her juices 
get thicker and saltier in my mouth. She tugs at my hair so 
hard that it would hurt in any other scenario, then she 
arches her back like a cat and screams my name, which 
almost makes me climax myself, hearing my name in her 
mouth as she comes for me. 


I keep my mouth on her as her body shudders and clenches 
against me and her wetness gushes into my mouth. As she 
collapses back onto the bed, shivering with aftershocks, I 
gently kiss around her pussy, lapping at any last drops of 
her as I carefully take my fingers out of her body. 


Feeling a buzz of triumph, I kneel up and watch her. She 
opens her eyes and smiles lazily at me, her whole body 
completely relaxed now and her eyes dreamy and heavy 
lidded. Satisfaction oozes from every pore. 


“That was amazing,” she says almost wonderingly. 


“For me too,” I tell her. “I want to be inside you Jenny.” 


She bites her lip and I can’t help but kiss her again, 
growling low in my throat. “It turns me on so much when 
you do that.” 


I push my boxer shorts down my thighs and my cock 
springs to attention, seeking her body. I take her hand and 
guide it to my shaft, aching for her touch. Her small hand 
closes around me and I feel myself twitch in her hand and 
liquid beads at the opening to my shaft. If I don’t get inside 
her soon, I am going to explode. 


I start to lower myself over her, then I feel her tense and 
see the hesitation in her eyes. Immediately I pull back. 


“Jenny? What’s wrong?” 


My stomach sinks as I realize that now she is the one that is 
having second thoughts. As disappointed as I feel, I take my 
hands off her and sit back, giving her space. She’s looking 
down at the bed as though she is embarrassed about 
something, and I get the feeling that this is about more than 
my friendship with her father. There’s something she’s not 
telling me. 


She looks up at me with those beautiful eyes and takes a 
deep breath. 


“Alex, I have to tell you something,” she says. “I’m sorry that 
I didn’t tell you before.” She suddenly looks so lost that I 
just want to wrap her in my arms and tell her everything is 
going to be okay. 


“What is it sweetheart?” I ask her softly. 
“Tm a virgin.” 


I stare at her as my head scrambles to make sense of her 
words. 


She’s a virgin? But that means... 


“You mean... you haven’t ever had sex with another man?” 


She shakes her head. “I haven’t really done anything other 
than kiss,” she says. I realize that she looks miserable, as 
though she is worried that this is going to put me off her or 
make her want me less. Is she crazy? The idea that no one 
before me has ever touched her in the way that I just have, 
never tasted her, never held while she screams in lust, is 
hands down the sexiest thing I have ever known. 


When I take her, and I will take her, she really will be all 
mine. 


“That’s wonderful,” I say, feeling the grin spread over my 
face. Jenny blinks in surprise. 


“Tt is?” 
“Oh yes.” 
She looks puzzled. 


“But...don’t you mind? I mean, wouldn’t you rather have 
someone more experienced?” 


I reach for her hand and lift it to my lips. 


“Jenny, you are what I want.” I look deep into her eyes as I 
say the words. I hear the truth ringing through them as I 
finally admit to myself as much as to her how hard and fast 
I’ve fallen for her. “Knowing I will be the only man to make 
love to you is the biggest turn on. I said I wanted you to be 
my woman just now, and I meant it.” 


Jenny sucks a breath in sharply and her eyes are shining 
with happiness and rekindled desire. She reaches for my 
cock again, and although it feels almost as though I will die 
if I don’t get inside her in the next five minutes, I move her 
hand gently away. 


Jenny looks puzzled. 
“But you just said...?” 


“And I meant it. But knowing it’s your first time. I want it to 
be special, and I don’t want the specter of your Dad 
hanging over us while we do it. He is home tomorrow 
right?” 


Her eyes go wide. 
“You want to tell him?” 


“Only if you’re sure that being with me is what you want?” 
For a moment my gut twists as I think about the possibility 
that she might say no. After all, a teenage fantasy is one 
thing, but this has suddenly become very real. 


But to my relief she nods slowly and touches my face with 
her hand. I turn my cheek and kiss her palm, a wave of 
tenderness for her washing over me. 


“Of course, it’s what I want,” she whispers. I pull her to me 
and kiss her gently on the forehead. 


“Let’s get some sleep. We can talk about how we’re going to 
tell him tomorrow.” 


She cuddles up to me with her head on her chest and is 
asleep within minutes, just like earlier, except this time 
she’s in my bed, and this time I’m not walking away. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


JULY 3RD 


J enny 


“Morning beautiful.” 


I blink and sit up, grinning as memories of last night swim 
into my consciousness. Alex is standing over me with a mug 
of coffee and plate of pain au chocolat and my tummy 
rumbles in response. 


“Did you find them in the kitchen?” 


“No, while you were sleeping, I went for a run and found a 
nice little café down by the dunes. I wondered if you like to 
go there for brunch?” 


“That sounds lovely.” A thrill runs through me. So, are we 
an item now? I don’t want to ask in case he says something 
to pierce my bubble, but then I remember he wants to tell 
my Dad. I frown and he catches my expression. 

“Something up?” 


“You said you wanted to tell my Dad...about last night.” 


Alex chuckles. “I don’t think Jeff needs to know any details. 
But yes, I think we should tell him if we’re going to give this 
a go and see just exactly what this is between us. I’m not 
comfortable with sneaking around and lying to him, I don’t 
operate like that. I want you and I want to be honest about 
that.” 


A man with morals is so sexy. 


“He will be angry,” I say with a sigh. At least, I think he will. 
Dad is a fairly laid back and sensitive guy, but also 
protective of me, his only child. I’m honestly not sure how 
he will react. 


“If you’re having second thoughts Jenny, I completely 
understand.” 


“About us? Not a chance.” 


He smiles at that and caresses my cheek. “Good,” he says 
softly, “Because now that I’ve got you, I have no intention of 
ever letting you go.” 


His words send a shiver of lust through me and I want to 
kiss him again but he’s already moved away. I tuck in to my 
pastry as I watch him walk across the bedroom and sit at 
his desk. Every movement is controlled and powerful and 
he reminds me of a tiger stalking the undergrowth. As kind 
as I know he can be, I can also see how other men must 
view him, as a man who is not to be messed with. I think 
about him warning Brad off on the beach and can’t help 
smiling as I remember the younger man’s wide eyes as he 
backed off. I’ve known Brad from summers here as a kid 
and he has a sense of entitlement that would befit a prince. 
I’ve heard some nasty rumors about him with women too. 


Alex sees me watching him and cocks an eyebrow. 


“You okay there?” 


“Just admiring,” I grin, and he actually looks embarrassed. 
“Have you really been a bachelor for a long time?” I blurt 
out. I trust him of course, but I can’t get my head around 
the fact that a man who is so... well, manly doesn’t have a 
string of women falling all over him. 


He shrugs “I’m fussy. And I had never met the right 
woman...until now. I’ve dated of course, and I had a longer 
relationship in my twenties, but honestly? Perhaps I always 
knew deep down that I was meant for someone special.” 


I can’t help but blush at his words. “Didn’t you get lonely?” 
I see pain flash in his eyes. 


“T never used to. I’m a workaholic for a start, and have only 
really started to get more of a work-life balance recently. 
But when my parents died last year...well I understood 
what loneliness was then.” 


“Tm sorry,” I say, feeling a pang in my heart at his obvious 
grief. “It must have been really difficult.” 


“Yeah. I’m not the best at dealing with emotions. Most of my 
grief came out as anger...” 


He stops short and I sense he was going to say something 
but thought better of it. He suddenly seems really 
interested in his laptop screen and I wonder what it is that 
he’s avoiding telling me. I want to know because I want to 
know all of him, every secret, every feeling, but I sense it’s 
not a good time to push. Instead I just smile sadly and wait 
for him to resume talking. 


When he does, he completely changes the subject. “So, 
shall we go for brunch when you’re ready? It’s a beautiful 
day, and there’s a nice breeze around the dunes that calms 
the sun down.” 


“Yes, let’s,” I say, hopping out of bed. “I'll go and get ready. 
We can form a plan of action as to how we tackle my Dad. 
He should be here this afternoon.” 


“Do you think we should wait until tomorrow at least? I 
don’t want to spoil your time together tonight watching the 
Fourth of July fireworks at midnight. I’ll bow out and say I 
have a headache or whatever.” 


He really is such a good guy. 


“Yeah, that would be nice.” I always look forward to the 
Fourth of July fireworks at midnight here, whenever we can 
celebrate it here. 


I go and get showered and dressed and then we walk 
towards the dunes. I haven’t come across the café he was 
talking about before so it must be new. It definitely wasn’t 
here this time last year. 


It’s a small, white wooden building, with the smell of fresh 
fruit and bread coming from it. We order avocado on toast 
and fizzy fruit drinks and sit on one of the small tables 
outside. Alex reaches across and takes my hand and we 
gaze into each other’s eyes. 


“Two Tropical Bubblers,” chirps a waitress, coming out with 
a tray in hand. She is pretty, with curly red hair and an 
impressive pair of boobs, which she’s pointing rather 
obviously in Alex’s direction. As she puts the drink on the 
table she bends over with an exaggerated arch to her back, 
her eyes on Alex, sweeping the length of his body in a way 
that shows her obvious admiration for him. I bristle all over 
and my face feels hot and prickling with jealousy. 


Alex doesn’t even seem to notice her, instead nodding his 
thanks for the drinks without even looking at her and 
continuing to stroke my hand. She flounces off with the tray 


as I shake my head at the sheer audacity of her. Still, I 
suppose if I’m going to be with Alex, I’m going to have to 
get used to the way women react to him. Watching him be 
completely oblivious to it and only have eyes for me makes 
me feel good though. Even so, I’m glad when a male waiter 
comes out with our food. 


I’m tucking into my avocado on toast when Alex's phone 
rings. He pulls a face. 


“Work. I told them not to disturb me. I’ll be as quick as I 
can.” He takes his phone around the back of the café and I 
carry on tucking in. The sun is beating down but the breeze 
Alex mentioned tickles my hair onto my cheek. I drop my 
fork as I tuck my hair behind my ear and tsk at my own 
clumsiness as I bend down to retrieve it. As I straighten up, 
I see three guys standing between me and the entrance to 
the café garden. 


It’s Brad and his friends. As Brad realizes it’s me, he sneers 
unpleasantly. 


“Well, well, look who we have here? Little Miss Stuck Up 
who thinks she’s better than everyone else.” 


I glare at him, angered by his words. 


“Hardly, I’m just not interested in you, Brad. To be honest 
your description sounds more like yourself.” 


One of his friends, a bodybuilder looking type with an 
impressively ugly face, guffaws at my words, which 
obviously annoys Brad who then hisses at me. 


“You think you’re something special, don’t you? I should 
teach you a lesson.” 


His expression is menacing and although I don’t want to 
show it, I feel intimidated. His friends have closed the space 


behind him and they’re all towering over me. I glance 
around the café garden to see the couple that was there a 
few minutes before has left. There’s no sign of Alex who is 
clearly still busy on his phone. I want to call for him, but I 
don’t want Brad to see that he’s making me anxious. I get 
the impression he would like that. 


“Where’s your boyfriend?” he sneers as he sees me look 
around, but I see the sudden wariness in his eyes as he 
realizes there are two glasses on the table. I smile. 


“What’s wrong Brad? Jealous?” 


His face goes dark with rage and he grabs my upper arm. 
Hard. 


“You little bitch,” he hisses. I jerk back, but he tightens his 
grip, making me wince. That is going to bruise. 


“Get your fucking hands off her!” 


With a rush of relief, I hear Alex. Brad stiffens but doesn’t 
let go, and as I see his two friends square up to Alex I see 
why. The big baby is happy to hide behind his friends. 


They’re both big guys, the bodybuilder one is nearly as well 
built as Alex and the other isn’t so muscly but is as tall. For 
a second, I worry about Alex, but then I see his expression 
and he doesn’t look worried at all. 


“Move out of my way,” he says quietly. His eyes are fixed on 
Brad’s hand gripping my arm and the veins are pulsing in 
his neck. He’s furious. 


“You going to make us?” 
Alex shrugs almost nonchalantly. 


“Sure, if I have to.” Bodybuilder takes a swing at him, but 
Alex ducks and comes up with his fists raised, then as the 


tall guy goes to punch him, he hits him square in the nose 
and elbows the bodybuilder. They both stagger back, hands 
to their faces, and Alex comes straight for Brad, who sees 
what is happening and drops my arm immediately, stepping 
back with his hands raised in surrender. 


“Whoa, we were only messing around,” he says. The 
throbbing of my arm says otherwise. Alex grabs him and 
pins him to the wall of the café by his throat. His eyes are 
dark and he looks so angry I don’t think this will go well for 
Brad. 


But he doesn’t hit him, instead just says quietly in a voice 
that is pulsing with anger, “Go away, and don’t come near 
her again.” 


The redhead picks that time to come running out of the 
café. 


“Stop!” she squeals. “The manager is calling the police.” 


“No need,” Alex says calmly and lets Brad go. “They were 
just leaving. We’re all just leaving.” 


Brad and his friends leave, mumbling among themselves, 
and I watch them go. Brad looks back at us over his 
shoulder and I see the rage and humiliation in his eyes and 
I get the feeling that this might not be the end of it. We 
head off in the other direction, back to the house. Alex is 
quiet, his face set and hard and I walk next to him quietly. 


“I’m sorry,” he says suddenly. “I wanted to take you for a 
nice brunch, instead I got us kicked out.” 


“Its hardly your fault,” I protest, wondering why he’s 
beating himself up so much about this as he sighs heavily 
and I get the impression that he’s disappointed with 
himself. 


“T thought he was going to hurt you.” 


“Yeah, me too,” I say and show him my arm, which probably 
wasn’t the best idea as he looks full of rage again. 


“The bastard.” 


“You scared him off,” I say, “thank you. You didn’t do 
anything wrong... you protected me.” 


He nods but doesn’t reply and we walk back in silence. He 
seems to be wrestling with something and I don’t want to 


pry. 


Inside, he sits at the kitchen table and puts his head in his 
hands. I watch him for a moment then pull up a chair next 
to him and sit down. 


“Do you want to talk about it?” I ask. He sighs and looks up. 


“It’s my turn to tell you something,” he says. “I was hoping I 
wouldn’t have to...it’s in the past and I’m not proud of it. 
I...just came off police probation not long ago.” 


My jaw drops. He’s a criminal? That just doesn’t fit with the 
Alex I’m getting to know at all. Has he committed some kind 
of fraud at work? 


“Okay,” I say slowly. “For what?” 


“Violence,” he says. “I’m supposed to be staying out of 
trouble. If that had happened a few months ago I would be 
hauled off by now.” 


“Okay, but it didn’t,” I say reasonably. “And I don’t think you 
did anything wrong. They swung at you first and you didn’t 
hit Brad, you just warned him. I think you’re being a bit 
hard on yourself...What did you do to get arrested before?” 


“It was after my parents were killed in that crash,” he says 
dismally. “I struggled to deal with it for a while. My grief 


seemed to come out as anger. I was just raging all the time. 
Then I was out at a bar one night and I saw this guy push 
his girlfriend, and I just saw red. I threw him over the bar. 
They called the cops and I was arrested. It was all over the 
papers when they realized I was a CEO... it was 
horrendously embarrassing at work.” 


He’s looking down at his hands, as though he is waiting for 
me to reject him or something. I shake my head. 


“Alex, I get that must have been really mortifying for you, 
but again, you were protecting someone. You’ve done your 
sentence.” 


Alex looks up and his eyes are shining with such raw 
emotion that it takes my breath away. I’ve never seen him 
look so vulnerable. 


“I thought it would... well, put you off me.” 


“Not at all,” I whisper, leaning forward to kiss him. Our 
mouths come together in a kiss that is somehow both 
passionate and tender, and as he pulls me into him, I 
straddle his thighs and sit across his lap. 


“T don’t think anything could put me off you,” I whisper. 
“You’re not angry I didn’t tell you before?” 


I shrug. “I’m not sure I’ve got a leg to stand on with that. I 
did let you kiss me, knowing that you didn’t have a clue who 
I was. I would say we're pretty even now.” 


He grins at me. 
“Good point.” 
“Does Dad know?” 


He nods. 


“Sure. He’s been a good friend throughout it all... another 
reason I don’t want to upset him. I’m hoping he knows that 
I wouldn’t do this unless I was completely serious about 
you, which I am.” 


“I reckon he’ll come round,” I muse. “He couldn’t pick a 
better man for me himself.” 


Alex laughs and pulls me in for another kiss, but my phone 
rings. 


It’s my father. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


A 


Jenny looks at me with wide eyes as she picks up her phone 
to answer the call. I wonder how far away Jeff is, and steel 
myself for the difficult conversation we are about to have. 
Part of me wishes Jenny and I had made love last night, as I 
feel like I run the risk of losing her as soon as Jeff finds out. 
But I want to do this properly, like a man should. I’m a man 
who knows what he wants and I want Jenny. 


“Hey Dad,” Jenny answers the call and I hear the strain in 
her voice. Then she frowns. 


“Oh no,” she says in an odd tone and her eyes flicker up to 
me. Her expression is unreadable. 


“Ts everything all right?” I ask. Jenny nods. 


“Dad says hi,” she says and I can’t help but wince. I say ‘hi’ 
back, then frown at Jenny, sensing that something is going 
on. All I can hear is her series of ‘hmm’s.’ Finally she puts 
the phone down and grimaces as though she doesn’t know 
quite whether to cry or frown. 


“What’s happening.” 


“The work won’t be finished until tomorrow morning, so he 
won't be with us until tomorrow afternoon. He’ll be here for 
dinner but he’s going to miss the fireworks tonight. He’s so 
disappointed.” 


“T bet,” I say with genuine sympathy, but I still can’t deny 
that I’m glad I get more time with Jenny on her own. 


“We can watch them together, if you want to?” I suggest. 
She nods and then her cheeks go red. 


“I know what you said about waiting, but...” 
“Go on,” I prompt. 
She gives me a coy look from under her eyelashes. 


“You said you wanted my first time...our first time...to be 
special?” 


“Of course.” 
She hesitates, then says in a rush. 


“T can’t think of anything more amazing than losing my 
virginity on my favorite beach, under the fireworks for the 
Fourth of July... with you.” 


I can’t think of anything more amazing either, and my whole 
body floods with warmth at the thought of it. 


“T mean let’s face it, my Dad will be just as mad whether we 
have actually slept together or not, and frankly that is none 
of his business. It seems a shame to waste tonight when it’s 
our last chance before the shit hits the fan.” 


I grin at her crude words which are at such odds with that 
angelic face. I can’t argue with her logic. 


I reach for her hand across the table. 
“Yes, sweetheart,” is all I say. 


Later we walk down to the beach and she shows me the 
way through the sand dunes and onto a tiny cove with an 
amazing view across the bay that I know will be perfect to 
watch the fireworks going off at the main beach. 
Surrounded by sand dunes, a small strip of perfect, almost 
white sand runs into the warm ocean, blue and frothy white 
against the beach, A huge full moon hangs in the sky as 
though watching over us and I have to concede that Jenny 
is right, this couldn’t be more perfect. 


With the moonlight glinting off her skin and eyes and the 
breeze from the ocean teasing strands of her hair around 
her face, she looks almost ethereal, like a goddess. I take 
her in my arms and kiss her lightly, sucking her lower lip 
between my own. Spray from the water stings my skin as a 
large wave comes in, and there’s something wickedly 
sensual about this whole scenario, that has my cock 
throbbing against the thin material of my khaki shorts. 


I sit down on the shore and pull Jenny on top of me so that 
she is straddling me, and water laps at the edges of our 
bodies. I lift her dress over her head and unclip her bra, 
and her skin is porcelain in the half light. 


“God Jenny, I want you so much,” I whisper against her 
mouth, kneading her breasts in my hands and gently pulling 
and rolling her nipples until she whimpers in response. I 
start to suck on one breast and she writhes in my lap, 
grinding the warmth of her sex against me, palpable 
through the thin cotton of her panties. I’m aching to have 
her, my frustration rising to a fever pitch. My cock is so 
hard it aches to be enclosed in my shorts so I reach 
between us and unzip myself, gasping as the cool sea air 
touches my hot skin. 


Jenny reaches for me as if by instinct and her hand closes 
around the shaft of my cock, squeezing boldly. 


“Its so hard,” she says admiringly, “but the skin is so soft, 
almost silky.” 


Knowing I’m the only man she has ever touched in this way 
makes me feel crazy with desire and I groan loudly as she 
starts to move her hand from the base to the tip of my cock. 
I close my eyes and savor the feeling as I continue to play 
with her perky, full tits. 


Unable to cope any more I grab her hips and flip her over 
before lying her down gently in the sand. 


“Shall we move up the beach? We’re going to get a bit wet 
here.” 


“It’s nice,” she says, reaching out and trailing a hand in the 
edge of the water. “And I’m already wet.” 


“So you are.” I slip my fingers under her cotton thong to 
find her dripping with desire. I want to taste her again. 


Taking her wrists, I pin her arms gently over her head and 
kiss the groove where her neck meets her shoulder. She 
tastes of cocoa butter, sea salt, and pure woman. She looks 
up at me, her eyes heavy lidded and dilated, fully 
surrendered to me and this passion between us. I hear 
myself growl as I run a trail of kisses across her collarbone 
and down towards her breasts. Pinning her wrists with one 
hand I sweep the curve of her body with the other. As I 
reach her hips she opens her thighs wider, inviting me in. I 
need to be inside her, but I have to take this slow. 


I slide her underwear down her legs and toss them into the 
sand, making a mental note to buy her a new pair. Maybe 
something silky. I circle her clit and feel it stiffen under my 
touch. 


“You’re right,” I whisper in her ear. “ You are wet.” 


She moans and pushes her hips towards me. I slide a finger 
inside her, continuing to circle her clit with my thumb. 
Having her underneath me like this, writhing in my arms, is 
the stuff of fantasies. 


“Don’t stop,” she begs as I pull away to move down her 
body. I look up at her and wink. 


“T’m only just getting started,” I promise her. “I’m going to 
make love to you until you can’t think straight.” 


I position myself between her legs and start to gently lap at 
her clit, teasing her with feather light strokes as I dip one 
finger in and out of the opening of her pussy. Her juices 
surge against my mouth, as salty as the ocean that nudges 
against us, and I suck on her as though she is a ripe fruit 
while I reach up her body to fondle her breasts. 


I look up at her, drinking in the sight of her, and she meets 
my eyes and moans my name almost deliriously. I love 
seeing how much she is enjoying this and what my touch 
can do to her. I add another finger to her pussy, gently 
stretching her inner walls. I want her ready and open for 
me. 


“Does that feel okay?” I ask, lifting my mouth from her. “Tell 
me if anything hurts.” 


“No, it’s perfect,” she says, her voice coming in pants. 
That’s exactly what I want to hear, and I can feel her body 
Opening up to me, inviting me in. 


I put my mouth back on her and I use my tongue harder 
and faster now while stroking the front wall of her pussy to 
find those delicate nerve endings. I see her stomach 
contract as her inner walls tighten and release around my 
hand and I know that she is close. She is moaning and 


whipping her head from side to side and the ends of her 
hair are wet with sea water. It’s all around us now, just a 
few centimeters deep. I remove my fingers and put my 
hands underneath her ass to lift her hips slightly, and as I 
resume sucking at her she moves her hips in time with the 
rhythm of my tongue, riding my face, bringing herself off. 
It’s so erotic that I feel as though I’m going to come straight 
into the ocean. 


Jenny screams suddenly and grabs my hair, pushing herself 
fully onto my face as her body shudders with pleasure as 
her climax breaks over her body. Her fingers fist in my hair 
and she arches her back and screams my name, and I’ve 
never felt such satisfaction in another’s pleasure. 


I hold her, drinking every last drop of the rush of wetness 
that comes with her climax, keeping her tight in my arms as 
she collapses back onto the sand. When the shocks racking 
her body subside I kiss gently around her inner thighs and 
raise myself up on my elbows. She looks down at me with an 
emotion in her eyes that is all desire and yet so much more. 


Her damp hair falls around her flushed face and her breasts 
are heaving. “You look stunning,” I tell her, reaching up and 
pulling her into my arms. She looks dreamy and content, 
but I’m far from finished with her yet and she reaches for 
my cock with an invitation in her eyes. I push my fingers, 
wet with her juices, into her mouth and she sucks on them 
greedily even as she blushes. 


“See how amazing you taste. How amazing you are. You do 
things to me I never thought I would feel.” My mouth feels 
dry and my tongue thick in my throat. 


“Make love to me Alex,” she whispers. 


I whip off my shirt and take my considerable weight on my 
elbows as I position myself between her thighs. The head of 


my cock nestles into the soft flesh of her pussy, nudging 
against the opening. I brush her hair back off her face and 
gaze down at her. 


My woman. Mine. 


“Are you ready Jenny? Do you want me inside you?” I ask 
her, knowing this is a no going back moment. She bites her 
lips and looks up at me with complete trust, and I know I 
will do everything in my power to make sure I never see 
this woman hurt. “Are you ready for me Jenny?” I ask her 
seriously. 


She reaches up and strokes my face and I bite her palm 
softly. 


“Yes,” she says softly. As she does so, fireworks erupt over 
our heads, lighting up the whole beach. 


It’s midnight. 
“Happy Fourth of July,” I smile. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


JULY 4TH 


J enny 


“Happy Fourth of July,” I echo as rockets explode and red, 
yellow, pink and orange fireworks seem to cascade around 
us. Alex gazes into my eyes and slides inside me. He’s thick, 
and long and I gasp at the unfamiliar sensation but it 
doesn’t hurt. I’m so wet he moves inside me with little 
resistance, and a deep ache starts to grow in the core of my 
body that is strange but not unpleasant. 


For a moment he stays completely still, buried inside me as 
the fireworks continue to go off around us and the waves 
crash against our bodies. Only when I grab his ass, 
impatient for me, does he start to move. His body fills mine. 
Claiming me. Making me his. I left my legs and wrap them 
tightly around his hips. 


There is a look of desire and triumph in his eyes as he gazes 
at me intently while his cock slowly pumps in and out of my 
body. I can feel my juices on my thighs from my orgasm. 


“Tell me you’re mine,” he says roughly, demanding an 
answer he already knows. 


“T’m yours Alex.” 


“My woman.” His face lights up as the sky crackles and 
sparkles above us. 


a Yes.” 


He starts to pick up his pace, moving faster, harder and 
deeper inside me in a rhythm that seems to match the 
waves that are rolling against us. I move with him, 
somehow my body instinctively knowing how to respond, 
and draw my nails down his back. 


“Tt feels so good,” I gasp in amazement. “I never imagined it 
could feel so good.” My words seem to turn him on even 
more as he groans loudly in my ear. 


He continues to fuck me as delicious waves of pleasure roll 
over my body until I can hardly tell where the sensation 
ends and the waves of the ocean begins, and the fireworks 
continue to illuminate the sky above us. I feel delirious with 
lust, my thoughts narrowing down to one pure focus, me 
and Alex and the point at which our bodies meet. I know I’m 
going to orgasm again, and somehow so does he. 


“Go on,” he urges me, “Come for me Jenny.” 


It is as though his words were the catalyst my body needed 
as an intense orgasm rushes through my body, rippling in 
waves from the center of my core to make my fingers, toes 
and even scalp tingle. 


He drives himself hard inside me in one deep thrust and 
roars into the night as he climaxes. I can feel a rush of heat 
in my body and know it’s his seed filling me. His cock 
twitches inside me as he empties himself into me and I wrap 
my arms around him and bury my face in his neck, holding 
him as he shudders with the strength of his orgasm, feeling 
a rush of tenderness. 


We lie together in a daze, until I realize we are now half 
submerged in the water. A wave suddenly crashes over us 
unexpectedly, the salt water a slap against my satiated skin. 
Alex strokes my cheek. 


“T love you,” he says and I stare at him in wonder. 
“You do?” 


“Yes,” he nods and he looks vulnerable all of a sudden, the 
need in his eyes raw. The moment is so intense that my eyes 
fill with tears. 


“T love you too,” I whisper, and I know it’s the truth. This is 
no longer some teenage crush. I’m a woman now, and this is 
my man. 


“We should get back.” He sits up and brings me with him. 
“The tide is coming in fast now.” 


I get up and reach for my dress only to see it bobbing in the 
water a few yards away. 


“Oh no,” I groan. Alex finds his shirt and hands it to me. 
“Here. It’s a little wet but not as much as your dress will 
be.” I pull it over my head. Luckily it comes down to my 
knees, but I hope we don’t bump into anyone we know on 
the way back. 


Back at the house we take a hot shower together to wash 
off the salt water, lazily kissing and stroking each other, 
before drying each other and curling up under the duvet. 
As my head hits his chest, I feel my eyelids flickering. 


“Get some sleep baby,” he kisses the top of my head. “It’s 
going to be a big day tomorrow.” 


Ah yes, my Dad. But nothing can burst my bubble right now. 
I feel deliriously, blissfully happy. 


This has happened so quickly it’s almost insane and I know 
that in so many ways this is a crazy relationship yet it 
doesn’t feel that way at all. It feels completely right and 
perfect and I know Dad is going to be angry, but surely 
when he sees how happy I am he will come round? Alex is 
the one. 


I love him. Completely and utterly to the very depths of my 
bones, I love this man, and I won’t let anything tear us 
apart now that he is finally mine. 


Not even my father. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


A» 


I wake up with the sun streaming through the window and 
yawn, stretching my arms above my head. Disorientated, 
for a second I am surprised to find that I’m not alone, but 
then all of my memories of the night before come back to 
me. 


Jenny is next to me, still fast asleep, an arm thrown over her 
head. I stroke her naked shoulder, feeling a surge of 
possessiveness. 


My woman. Mine. 
And now that she knows it, we just have to convince Jeff. 


The love I have for Jenny has consumed me, and no matter 
how he reacts today I know that it won’t change a thing. I 
won't let her go now that I’ve got her. I’ve never felt so 
protective, in such a primal and wholly instinctive way. 
When I saw those guys yesterday at the café, and that idiot 
Brad’s hands on her... well, he is lucky that I didn’t kill him. I 
won’t let anyone touch her like that, damn my anger 
management classes. 


I feel as though she has filled a void in me that I didn’t even 
know was there. Even the grief I have carried around for an 
entire year is soothed just by her presence 


I love her, and I’m going to marry her. 


It’s probably a little too soon to propose though, I chuckle 
to myself. I have no intention of stifling whatever her 
dreams are for the future, in fact I will do everything in my 
power to make sure that everything she wants, she gets. 
Just as I have always pursued whatever I’ve wanted. Yet in 
many ways Jenny chased me and I am only too happy to be 
caught. 


She rolls over and the blanket falls away from her body, 
revealing those perfect breasts. She blinks as she wakes up, 
looking up at me still disorientated from sleep, then as the 
day dawns on her she gives me a smile that is like the sun 
coming out. 


“Morning beautiful,” I say, throwing an arm over her. “Sleep 
well?” 


“Yes,” she yawns again. “Like a baby in fact. Last night was 
amazing.” She rolls to face me and kisses me on the end of 
my nose. I run a hand down her supple back and cup her 
generous ass, kneading a cheek between my fingers. My 
cock is stiff already. As though reading my mind she reaches 
for me, squeezing my hard shaft and raising an eyebrow at 
me. 


“Well, you’re certainly wide awake.” 
“With your naked body next to me? Of course.” 


Her body is pushed up against mine as she strokes my cock 
slowly, her breasts smashed up against my chest, her skin 
soft and warm. I stroke her ass and then spank her gently 
and she gasps shyly, but wiggles against me in a way that 


shows me she likes it. She squeezes my cock harder and 
runs the palm of her hand over its now leaking tip, making 
me groan loudly. I just want to be inside her. 


I run my hand back up the curves of her body, lingering 
over her hips and waist before sliding up her ribcage to cup 
the underside of one breasts, testing its weight in my hand. 
Her rock hard nipple rubs against my hand. 


“I just can’t get enough of you,” I whisper into her ear as I 
reach for her pussy, circling her inner thigh with my fingers 
before trailing them over her pussy. 


“Can I touch you? Are you sore?” I hesitate, reminding 
myself that last night was her first time. She shakes her 
head. “Yes, and no,” she says breathily. I stroke her clit with 
the pad of my thumb while pushing a finger inside her. She 
watches me as I play with her, her eyes half closed like a 
cat’s. She is so beautiful that she takes my breath away. 


I push another finger inside her and start to expertly work 
her pussy, teasing her clit and her sensitive inner front wall 
at the same time until her juices start to flow around my 
hand. I want to be inside her. As she continues to 
manipulate my cock I can feel myself leaking into her hand 
and I’m aching to spill my seed inside her once again. 


“Get on top of me,” I growl and she obliges, straddling my 
hips so her wet, pink pussy is perched temptingly right 
above my cock. I reach for her breasts, pushing them 
together and leaning up to take one into my mouth, sucking 
hungrily at her soft skin. Her nipples are diamond hard 
now, puckering at my touch and I can feel the heat of her 
damp pussy just centimeters above my cock. 


“Sit on my cock,” I tell her. She slowly lowers herself onto 
me, staring into my eyes the whole time. I let out a loud 
groan as she closes around my aching flesh and she allows 


herself a self satisfied smile and I can tell that she likes 
knowing just exactly how much she turns me on. 


“That feels so fucking good Jenny,” I tell her and she begins 
to move on me, finding her rhythm, trying out what feels 
good for her. I put my hands on her hips but keep them and 
my body still, letting her set the pace and take her time, 
even though it is takes every ounce of my self control to not 
just bend her over and fuck her senseless. 


I slide my hands around the back of her hips and start to 
squeeze her ass cheeks, and she rocks against me harder 
now, taking my cock to it’s full length inside her. I growl as I 
see myself completely buried in her beautiful body and start 
to stroke her clit as she moves. She throws her head back, 
arching her back and closing her eyes, lost in the moment 
as she fucks me. 


I reach for her hair and wrap my hand in its length as I 
start to match her rhythm with my own and we move in 
time together, our bodies bucking together furiously. I’m 
desperate to come inside her again, to empty myself deep 
inside her and fill her with my hot seed. Remind her that 
she is now mine. 


“Jenny,” I growl as I move my hands back to her hips and 
start to drive myself up into her as she puts her hands on 
my chest to steady herself, her hair falling like a blanket 
over us. She is so wet that her juices are glistening on her 
thighs. 


She writhes and moans on my cock and I know she’s about 
to come as her pussy starts to contract around me. I push 
up deep inside her and I can feel myself throbbing as she 
grips me hard. She throws her head further back and lets 
out a long moan as she orgasms around my shaft, her whole 
body shuddering with the intense feelings and a sheen of 
sweat breaking out over her golden skin. 


The sight is more than I can bear and I orgasm right along 
with her, a pleasure so intense that it almost hurts ripping 
through my body and making me bellow as I release inside 
her in long, hot waves, filling her with every drop that can 
be milked from my body. She collapses on top of me and I 
wrap my arms around her as the last waves of my climax 
begin to subside. 


She lies in my arms and we pant, our hearts hammering 
against each other. Her thighs tremble where they press 
against my hips. I kiss her neck, then turn her face to me 
and kiss her all over. She sits up and sighs with 
contentment, her blue eyes clear and shining with 
happiness. 


I don’t want the moment to end, I would rather lie here 
with her forever, but I know we have to be getting on. Jeff 
will be here by a little after lunch time. 


Reading my mind, she climbs off me and goes to the shower. 
I pull on my boxer shorts, splash my face in the sink and 
start to head downstairs to make us coffee. 


But then I hear something. Footsteps outside the room. 
“Guys? Are you up?” 

It’s Jeff. He’s earlier than expected. 

Shit. 


Wondering how I can stall him I desperately think of what I 
can Say. 


Just as he walks in. 
And Jenny walks out of the shower, clad only in a towel. 


Jeff looks from me to her, his mouth hanging open, shock 
and disbelief written in his eyes. 


“What the fuck?” he says finally. Seeing that Jenny looks 
upset I go to stand by her side. 


“I know what you must be thinking Jeff,” I begin, trying to 
sound reasonable, but Jeff glares at me, rage seeping into 
his expression. He looks from me to Jenny. 


“Get dressed,” he snaps. “I’ll be in the kitchen.” He storms 
out, slamming the door behind him, and Jenny sighs audibly. 


“Tt’ll be okay,” I say reassuringly. “He’s going to need some 
time to wrap his head around things.” 


But by the time we head down to the kitchen he looks even 
angrier and I’m starting to suspect that this isn’t going to 
go well at all. He stands with his back to the counter, his 
arms folded, glaring angrily, his eyes on me as we walk into 
the room. 


“Dad,” Jenny says and I can hear the distress in her voice 
and it makes me bristle. “Please listen. It’s not what you 
think-” 


“No?” he cuts her off. “Because what it looks like to me is 
that as soon as my back was turned my so called friend took 
advantage of my daughter. See the opportunity for a quick 
weekend fling, did you? How dare you?” 


“Tt isn’t like that,” I say firmly. “I understand why you’re 
mad and you have every right to be.” 


“Oh, you think?” Sarcasm drips from his voice. 


“Tm in love with your daughter,” I begin, but Jeff tips his 
head back and laughs drily. “In love? Is that what you call 
it? Is that what you told her to get her into bed?” He turns 
his attention to Jenny. “I didn’t raise you to be foolish,” he 
snaps, “or loose.” 


Jenny gasps, and her hurt is palpable. Red mist descends 
over my eyes and I step towards him. I don’t give a fuck if 
he is her father or not, nobody speaks to her like that. 


“Watch your fucking mouth,” I snarl at him, “Or I will watch 
it for you. You don’t fucking talk to her like that.” 


Jeff raises an eyebrow at me. “Anger getting the better of 
you again is it Alex? Still not learned to keep that in check? 
And you think you’re suitable for my daughter?” 


My fists ball at my sides but I stay still, reminding myself 
that this is Jenny’s father. I take a deep breath and tell 
myself to calm down, it’s only natural that he is angry. He 
loves Jenny too. 


“Look,” I try to say reasonably, but then Jeff looks at Jenny 
and his eyes widen in horror. Frowning, I turn to see what 
he’s looking at. 


“What’s that on your arm?” The bruise from where that 
idiot Brad grabbed her is purple and angry looking on her 
upper arm. He stares at me with a wild look in his eyes. 


“What have you done to her?” he roars before charging at 
me. I sidestep him easily, my hands at my side, but he comes 
at me again with his fists swinging. “Dad, no!” Jenny 
screams, and there are tears coursing down her face. Every 
instinct in me screams at me to knock him out, but I can’t, 
not with Jenny here. Instead I raise my fists and dodge 
behind the table, still trying to calm him down. 


“Jeff, you’re acting crazy,” I tell him. He seems to have 
completely lost his mind. Jeff is no slouch, but we both know 
that I could knock him out without even breaking a sweat, 
yet he is clearly too angry to have any sense of self 
preservation left. 


He jumps over the table and takes a swing at me again. I 
manage to dodge its full force but he clips my jaw and the 
sudden pain makes me seethe with anger. When he goes to 
hit me again, I grab him and twist him up, holding him in a 
death grip from behind. 


“Calm the fuck down,” I hiss through gritted teeth, fighting 
my temper and the urge to just settle this once and for all. 
Jenny stands across the room, her eyes pleading with me. 


“Go on,” Jeff wheezes. “Hit me. Show her what you’re really 
like.” 


I close my eyes and count to five. I’m not going to rise to his 
bait, I’m better than that. 


“No,” I say firmly. “I’m not going to do that Jeff, not today. 
I’m going to let you go, and we’re going to discuss this like 
adults, okay?” 


I let go of him and step away, poised to neutralize him if he 
comes for me again. He straightens up and glares at me. 


There is a knock at the door that makes us all jump. 
Well, I say a knock, but it’s more of an incessant thumping. 


“What the hell?” says Jeff. He walks to the door and a man 
barrels in. He’s in his late forties with greying hair but he 
looks familiar, he looks a lot like Brad. Jenny groans at the 
sight of him. 


“Paul?” Jeff asks, recognizing his summer neighbor. “What’s 
the problem?” 


Paul looks down his nose in my direction. “Was it you?” 


“Was what me?” I ask casually, although he can only be 
referring to the altercation at the café. I roll my eyes. Great. 
Now Jeff is going to think even worse of me. 


“You attacked my son! And his friends!” He turns 
pompously towards Jeff. “I demand that you call the police.” 


As Jeff looks at me in bemusement, Jenny steps forward in 
between us. She holds out her arm. 


“Actually,” she says, narrowing her eyes at Brad’s father. 
“He was acting in my defense, and he didn’t hit your son. 
Your son did this to my arm and it’s not the first time he’s 
harassed me either. If anyone should be calling the police it 
should be us.” 


Jeff glares at Paul now and I wonder if he’s going to charge 
at him too. I step between them. 


“Go home,” I say to Paul, “and start teaching your son how 
to have more respect for women. Or I will happily teach him 
myself.” 


Paul puffs out his chest. “Are you threatening me?” 
Jeff steps towards him. 
“No, he’s not,” he growls, “but I am.” 


“You should probably go Paul,” I say reasonably. He looks 
from me to Jeff, then storms back out without another word. 


The three of us stand in silence for a moment before Jeff 
sinks into a chair with his head in his hands, shaking his 
head. I look at Jenny. 


“TIl give you two some time to talk,” I say softly and leave 
the room, closing the door softly after me. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


J enny 


I take a seat opposite at my Dad, waiting for him to 
compose himself. 


I’m proud of Alex and the way he controlled his temper, 
that’s twice in the past two days he has proved to himself 
that he can do it after all. 


Finally, Dad looks up. He looks upset, and my heart goes out 
to him. 


“I know this is tough Dad,” I say, and my eyes fill with tears. 
“But I’m not a little girl anymore. I’m an adult and I can 
make my own decisions.” 


“He took advantage of you,” he says stubbornly. 


“That’s not true,” I correct him. “If anything, it was the 
other way around.” Leaving out any juicy details I explain 
about meeting him on the beach and not telling him who I 
was. Dad looks horrified, then shrugs in resignation. 


“T guess you’ve gone and grown up in front of my eyes. But 
I can’t pretend to be happy about this.” 


“I know,” I concede, “but maybe in time? He’s a good man 
Dad, that’s why he’s your friend isn’t it? And I know it’s 
really, really quick, but I believe he loves me. You saw the 
way he defended me.” 


Dad nods, then leans over and ruffles my hair. 


“I won’t stand in your way,” he concedes, and I feel my 
heart fill with relief. I go upstairs to tell Alex the good news. 


Later that afternoon I stand with my Dad and wave Alex off, 
wishing I could kiss him but knowing that my Dad would 
have a heart attack. This is all going to take some getting 
used to, so Alex decided it was best he go home and leave 
me and Dad to spend some time alone together. But I’m 
seeing him next weekend, and I already can’t wait. 


It’s been a funny Fourth of July, but I also know it’s heralded 
the start of the rest of my life. 


EPILOGUE 


THREE MONTHS LATER 


A» 


I look down at the length of the small chapel and emotions 
well up inside me at the sight of Jenny walking towards me. 
I blink my eyes. The last time I cried in public, I was five. 
But these emotions are of joy, and as she gets closer to me 
and I see that she is crying, I let my eyes water and smile at 
her, mouthing I love you as she gets closer to me. 


I knew I wanted to marry her after our first time, and 
popped the question three weeks after our first time. And 
as it turns out our first amazing night under the fireworks 
was earth shattering in more ways than one, and she had 
her good news of her own that day, because she is now 
carrying my child. I’m going to be a father, and I don’t think 
I have ever been so happy. The only thing missing is my 
parents, who would be thrilled, but my sister and her brood 
are here at least, and I know if there is such a thing as an 
afterlife then Mom and Dad are looking down with a smile 
right now. 


Jeff looks proud as punch. He has really rallied round after 
the initial shock of us being together, and then the shock of 


finding out about our marriage and Jenny’s pregnancy, but 
now he can’t wait to be a grandfather. Jenny’s mom has 
flown down from Canada and is already picking out unisex 
baby clothes. This child is going to be spoiled rotten. 


As is my beautiful wife. I intend to spend every day for the 
rest of my life making her as happy as she has made me. 


She looks stunning. Her white dress is Grecian in style and 
drapes sexily over every curve, while her dark hair is curled 
and pinned with flowers. She looks like a goddess. I think 
about our approaching wedding night and feel my mouth go 
dry. I try to concentrate on the service, getting an erection 
in the middle of my wedding would be embarrassing. 


Since being with Jenny I have also learned to be less of a 
workaholic. I’m the boss, I can delegate. I’ve employed a 
new strategic manager and let him take some of the 
pressure off my shoulders. I’ve been a lot less angry too, in 
fact instead of being known as a fairly scary boss, my 
employees now comment on the permanent dopey grin on 
my face. Under Jenny’s advice I’m also having grief 
counseling for my parents passing. 


She has changed my life more than I can possibly convey in 
words, although when we start to repeat our vows after the 
priest I mean every word. I will love, cherish and be faithful 
to this woman for life. 


After a short service we kiss, to cheers from our guests, and 
the next few hours go by in a blur of photos, confetti, too 
much food and dancing. We take a limo to our hotel, where 
we have the honeymoon suite for three days before we fly 
to the Caribbean for a month long honeymoon. The thought 
of having nothing to do for a month but make love to my 
beautiful wife and the mother of my child has my blood 
pumping. 


Back at the hotel there is a bottle of non alcoholic 
champagne waiting. I pop the cork and turn to see Jenny 
open the shoulder clasp that seems to be all that is keeping 
her dress together. It falls to her feet and she stands before 
me, an absolute vision in white lace lingerie, nude stockings 
and a white garter. My mouth falls open. 


“Come here, husband,” she purrs. 
I walk over to her, bringing the champagne bottle with me. 


“T want to drink this off your body,” I tell her, and she gasps 
and unclasps her bra then pushes her breasts up and 
together like an offering. 


As I drizzle champagne over them and then bend my head 
to lap it up, I am sure I must be the luckiest guy in the 
world. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


JULY 3RD, TEN YEARS LATER 


J enny 


We’re back on the beach where it all started, waiting for the 
midnight Fourth of July fireworks. 


I didn’t know we were coming until today. As a surprise for 
the tenth anniversary of us becoming a couple, Alex booked 
the most luxurious beach house in Florida, just down the 
road from the one my Dad used to own before he sold it to 
buy a property in New York with his fiancée. We’ve sent the 
kids there for a few days. 


It’s been a crazy ten years, but happy ones, so we have a lot 
to celebrate. 


Alex’s business has gone from strength to strength and he’s 
now a real estate billionaire, while I’m a sought after 
architect. Getting through college as a new mom was 
tough, but thanks to Alex taking on more staff he was able 
to be really hands-on with the kids and give me the chance 
to get on with my own career. He’s a truly amazing father, 
and Peter and Clara adore him in a way that warms my 
heart every time I look at my family. 


Alex opens the picnic basket and pulls out wine, 
strawberries and...raspberry ripple cheesecake ice cream? 
I raise an eyebrow at him. 


“Its what we had at your Dad’s beach house, remember, 
the day you fell asleep in front of that terrible dinosaur 
movie.” 


I can’t help but laugh at that. “Seriously, you still remember 
the movie we watched? It must have been terrible.” 


Alex smiles warmly but his eyes are serious. 


“T remember everything about that weekend. It was the 
most important of my life although if you had told me that 
while you were snoring in front of the fifth tyrannosaurus 
rex scene, I might have been surprised.” 


I thought back to the rest of that evening, recalling how I 
had gone to Alex’s bedroom, determined that even if he felt 
he had to turn me down, I simply had to tell him how I felt 
about him. It was the best decision I have ever made. 


“That was the night you kissed me again.” 


“Tt was indeed,” he murmurs, and cups my face in his hand, 
running his thumb over my lower lip. “And you are even 
more desirable now than you were back then. It’s been ten 
years and I still can’t get enough of you.” 


“Ditto,” I breathe as he brushes soft lips against mine. I 
entwine my arms around his neck and let him draw me 
down onto the picnic blanket. He slides a hand under my 
dress and up my thighs and through his shorts I feel him 
growing hard against me. I love the way that after all this 
time I still have this effect on him. I part my thighs and he 
lies between them and kisses me deeply. 


There is a whistle and a bang and the sky lights up around 
us. I smile, nibbling on his lower lip. 


“This is just like the first time, remember?” I whisper. 


“That was the intention,” he whispers back. “I thought it 
would be a really nice way to celebrate our ten year 
anniversary.” 


“This is how Peter was conceived,” I remind him. He studies 
me, as though he’s thinking about something, and I know 
what it is that he wants to say. 


“Yes,” I say, answering his unspoken question. “I think it’s 
time for another baby too. Three is a lucky number right?” 


Alex’s smile breaks into a wide grin. I know that if it was 
just up to him we would have a whole football team of 
children by now. 


“Shall we get started?” His breath is hot against my ear. 


“That sounds like a plan, husband dear,” I murmur, 
although my voice is drowned out by the showers of 
fireworks that are now erupting overhead. 


Afterwards we lie on the picnic blanket watching the moon, 
Alex stroking my hair as I lie with my head on his chest. 


“We should probably get back,” I yawn, feeling a dreamy 
tiredness settling over me. We walk back hand-in-hand in 
the moonlight, stopping at the top of the dunes to kiss 
again. I feel giddy, my body and heart remembering that 
first weekend when I was just a young woman falling in love 
with her girlhood crush. A crush that turned out to be for 
keeps. 


“T love you,” I whisper into his mouth. 


“T love you, too.” 


“Happy Fourth of July,” we both say in unison. 
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